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A  PRELIMINARY   WORD. 

As  the  incidents  related   herein  took  place   during 
voyages  between  England  and  America,  I  dedicate 
this  book  to  the  Vagabond  Club  of  London,  and  the 
Witenagemote  Club  of  Detroit,  in  the  hope  that,  if 
any  one  charges   me  with  telling  a  previously  told 
tale,  the  fifty  members  of  each  club  will  rise  as  one 
man  and  testify  that  they  were  called  upon  to  endure 
the  story  in  question  from  my  own  lips  prior  to  the 
alleged  original  appearance  of  the  same. 
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IN  A   STEAMER    CIIATR, 


THE   FIRST   DAY. 


Mr.  George  Morris  stood  with  his  arms  folded  on  the 
bulwarks  of  the  steamship  City  of  Buffalo,  and  gazed 
down  into  the  water.  All  around  him  was  the  bustle 
and  hurry  of  passengers  embarking,  with  friends 
bidding  good-bye.  Among  the  throng,  here  and 
there,  the  hardworking  men  of  the  steamer  were 
getting  things  in  order  for  the  coming  voyage. 
Trunks  were  piled  up  in  great  heaps  ready  to  be 
lowered  into  the  hold ;  portmanteaux,  satchels,  and 
hand-bags,  with  tags  tied  to  them,  were  placed  in  a 
row  waiting  to  be  claimed  by  the  passengers,  or 
taken  down  into  the  state-rooms.  To  all  this  bustle 
and  confusion  George  Morris  paid  no  heed.  He  was 
thinking  deeply,  and  his  thoughts  did  not  seem  to 
be  very  pleasant.  There  was  nobody  to  see  him  off, 
and  he  had  evidently  very  little  interest  in  either 
those  who  were  going  or  those  who  were  staying 
behind.  Other  passengers  who  had  no  friends  to 
bid  them  farewell  appeared  to  take  a  lively  interest 
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in  watching  the  hurry  and  scurry,  and  in  picking 
out  the  voyagers  from  those  who  came  merely  to  say 
good-hye. 

At  last  the  rapid  ringing  of  a  bell  warned  all 
lingerers  that  the  time  for  the  final  parting  had 
come.  There  were  final  hand-shakings,  many  em- 
braces, and  not  a  few  tears,  while  men  in  uniform 
with  stentorian  voices  cried,  **A11  ashore."  The 
second  clanging  of  the  bell,  and  the  preparation?  ^or 
pulling  up  the  gang-planks  hurried  the  laggards  to 
the  pier.  After  the  third  ringing  the  gang-j^lank 
was  hauled  av/ay,  the  inevitable  last  man  sprang  to 
the  wharf,  the  equally  inevitable  last  passenger,  who 
had  just  dashed  up  in  a  cab,  flung  his  valises  to  the 
steward,  was  helped  on  board  the  ship,  and  then 
began  the  low  pulsating  stroke,  like  the  beating  of  a 
heart,  that  would  not  cease  until  the  vessel  had 
sighted  land  on  the  other  side.  George  Morris's 
eyes  were  fixed  on  the  water,  yet  apparently  he  was 
not  looking  at  it,  for  when  it  began  to  spin  away 
from  the  sides  of  the  ship  he  took  no  notice,  but  still 
gazed  at  the  mass  of  seething  foam  that  the  steamer 
threw  off  from  her  as  she  moved  through  the  bay. 
It  was  evident  that  the  sights  of  New  York  harbour 
were  very  familiar  to  the  young  man,  for  he  paid 
no  attention  to  them,  and  the  vessel  was  beyond 
Sandy  Hook  before  he  changed  his  position.     It  is 
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doubtful  if  he  would  have  changed  it  then,  had  not 
a  steward  touched  him  on  the  elbow,  and  said — 

"Any  letters,  sir?" 

**  Any  what  ?  "  cried  Morris,  suddenly  waking  up 
from  his  reverie. 

**  Any  letters,  sir,  to  go  ashore  with  the  pilot  ?  " 

"  Oh,  letters.  No,  no,  I  haven't  any.  You  have  a 
regular  post-office  on  board,  have  you  ?  Mail  leaves 
every  day  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,"  replied  the  steward  with  a  smile,  "  not 
every  day,  sir.  We  send  letters  ashore  for  passengers 
when  the  pilot  leaves  the  ship.  The  next  mail,  sir, 
will  leave  at  Queenstown." 

The  steward  seemed  uncertain  as  to  whether  the 
passenger  was  trying  to  joke  with  him  or  was  really 
ignorant  of  the  ways  of  steamships.  However,  his 
tone  was  very  deferential  and  explanatory,  not  know- 
ing but  that  this  particular  passenger  might  come 
to  his  lot  at  the  table,  and  stewards  take  very  good 
care  to  offend  nobody.  Future  fees  must  not  be 
jeopardized. 

Being  aroused,  Mr.  Morris  now  took  a  look  around 
,  him.  It  seemed  wonderful  how  soon  order  had  been 
restored  from  the  chaos  of  the  starting.  The  trunks 
had  disappeared  down  the  hold;  the  portmanteaux 
were  nowhere  to  be  seen.  Most  of  the  passengers 
appar-^ntly  were  in  their  state-rooms  exploring  their 
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new  quarters,  getting  out  their  wraps,  Tam-o- 
Shanters,  fore-and-aft  caps,  steamer  chairs,  rugs, 
and  copies  of  paper-covered  novels.  The  deck  was 
almost  deserted,  yet  here  and  there  a  steamer  chair 
had  already  been  placed,  and  one  or  two  were 
occupied.  The  voyage  had  commenced.  The  engine 
had  settled  down  to  its  regular  low  thud,  thud;  the 
vessel's  head  rose  gracefully  with  the  long  swell  of 
the  ocean,  and,  to  make  everything  complete,  several 
passengers  already  felt  that  inward  qualm — the 
accompaniment  of  so  many  ocean  voyages. 

George  Morris  yawned,  and  seemed  the  very  picture 
of  ennui.  He  put  his  hands  deeply  into  his  coat 
pockets,  and  sauntered  across  the  deck.  Then  he 
took  a  stroll  up  the  one  side  and  down  the  other. 
As  he  lounged  along  it  was  very  evident  that  he  was 
tired  of  the  voyage,  even  before  it  began.  Judging 
from  his  listless  manner  nothing  on  earth  could 
arouse  the  interest  of  the  young  man.  The  gong 
(bounded  faintly  in  the  inner  depths  of  the  ship 
somewhere  announcing  dinner.  Then,  as  the 
steward  appeared  up  the  companion  way,  the 
sonorous  whang,  whang  became  louder,  and  the  hat- 
less  official,  with  the  gong  in  hand,  beat  that  instru- 
ment several  final  strokes,  aiter  which  he  disappeared 
into  the  regions  below. 

"  I  may  as  well  go  down,"  said  Morris  to  himself, 
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**  and  see  where  they  have  placed  me  at  table.  But 
I  haven't  much  interest  in  dinner." 

As  he  walked  to  the  companion-way  an  elderly 
gentleman  and  a  young  lady  appeared  at  the  opposite 
door,  ready  to  descend  the  stairs.  Neither  of  them 
saw  the  young  man.  But  if  they  had,  one  of  them 
at  least  would  have  doubted  the  young  man's  sanity. 
He  stared  at  the  couple  for  a  moment  with  a  look 
of  grotesque  horror  on  his  face  that  was  absolutely 
comical.  Then  he  turned,  and  ran  the  length  of  the 
deck,  with  a  speed  unconscious  of  all  obstacles. 

"Say,"  he  cried  to  the  captain,  "I  want  to  go 
ashore.  I  must  go  ashore.  I  want  to  go  ashore  with 
the  pilot." 

The  captain  smiled,  and  said,  **  I  shall  be  very 
happy  to  put  you  ashore,  sir,  but  it  will  have  to  be  at 
Queenstown.     The  pilot  has  gone." 

"  Why,  it  was  only  a  moment  ago  that  the  steward 
asked  me  if  I  had  any  letters  to  post.  Surely  he 
cannot  have  gone  yet  ?  " 

"It  is  longer  than  that,  I  am  afraid,"  said  the 
captain.  **  The  pilot  left  the  ship  half  an  hour 
ago." 

"  Is  there  no  way  I  can  get  ashore  ?  I  don't  mind 
what  I  pay  for  it." 

"Unless  we  break  a  shaft  and  have  to  turn  back 
there  is  no  way  that  I  know  of.     I  am  afraid  you 
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will  have  to  make  the  best  of  it  until  we  reach  Queens- 
town." 

*' Can't  you  signal  a  boat  and  let  me  get  off  on 
her?"    . 

**  Well,  I  suppose  we  could.  It  is  a  very  unusual 
thing  to  do.  But  that  would  delay  us  for  some  time, 
and  unless  the  business  is  of  the  utmost  necessity, 
I  would  not  feel  justified  in  delaying  the  steamer,  or 
in  other  words  delaying  several  hundred  passengers 
for  the  convenience  of  one.  If  you  tell  me  what 
the  trouble  is  I  shall  tell  you  at  once  whether  I  can 
promise  to  signal  a  boat  if  I  get  the  opportunity  of 
doing  so." 

Morris  thought  for  a  moment.  It  would  sound 
very  absurd  to  the  captain  for  him  to  say  that  there 
was  a  passenger  on  the  ship  whom  he  desired  very 
much  not  to  meet,  and  yet,  after  all,  that  was  what 
made  the  thought  of  the  voyage  so  distasteful  to 
him. 

He  merely  said,  '*  Thank  you,"  and  turned  away, 
muttering  to  himself  something  in  condemnation  of 
his  luck  in  general.  As  he  walked  slowly  down  the 
deck  up  which  he  had  rushed  with  such  headlong 
speed  a  few  moments  before,  he  noticed  a  lady  trying 
to  set  together  her  steamer  chair,  which  had  seem- 
ingly given  way — a  habit  of  steamer  chairs.     , 

She  looked  up  appealing  at  Mr.  Morris,  but  that 
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gentleman  was  too  preoccupied  with  his  own  situation 
to  be  gallant.     As  he  passed  her,  the  lady  said — 

''Would  you  be  kind  enough  to  see  if  you  can  put 
my  steamer  chair  together  ?  " 

Mr.  Morris  looked  astonished  at  this  very  simple 
request.  He  had  resolved  to  make  this  particular 
voyage  without  becoming  acquainted  with  anybody, 
more  especially  a  lady. 

"Madam,"  he  said,  "I shall  be  pleased  to  call  to 
your  assistance  the  deck  steward  if  you  wish." 

**  If  I  had  wished  that,"  replied  the  lady,  with 
some  asperity,  **I  would  have  asked  you  to  do  so. 
As  it  is,  I  asked  you  to  fix  it  yourself." 

*'  I  do  not  understand  you,"  said  Mr.  Morris,  with 
some  haughtiness.  **  I  do  not  see  that  it  matters 
who  mc  ^s  the  steamer  chair  so  long  as  the  steamer 
chair  is  mended.  I  am  not  a  deck  steward."  Then, 
thinking  he  had  spoken  rather  harshly,  he  added, 
**  I  am  not  a  deck  steward,  and  don't  understand  the 
construction  of  steamer  chairs  as  well  as  they  do, 
you  see." 

The  lady  rose.  There  was  a  certain  amount  of 
indignation  in  her  voice  as  she  said — 

**  Then  pray  allow  me  to  present  you  with  this 
steamer  chair." 

**  I — I — really,  madam,  I  do  not  understand  you," 
stammered  the  young  man,  astonished  at  the  turn 
the  unsought  conversation  had  taken. 
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"  I  think,"  replied  the  lady,  **  that  what  I  said  was 
plain  enough.  I  beg  you  to  accept  this  steamer 
chair  as  your  own.     It  is  of  no  further  use  to  me." 

Saying  this,  the  young  woman,  with  some  dignity, 
turned  her  back  upon  him,  and  disappeared  down 
the  companion-way,  leaving  ]\Iorris  in  a  state  of 
utter  bewilderment  as  he  looked  down  at  the  broken 
steamer  chair,  wondering  if  the  lady  was  insane. 
All  at  once  he  noticed  a  rent  in  his  trousers,  between 
the  knee  and  the  instep. 

**Good  heavens,  how  have  I  done  this?  My  best 
pair  of  trousers,  too.  Gracious  !  "  he  cried,  as  a 
bewildered  look  stole  over  his  face,  ''it  isn't  possible 
that  in  racing  up  this  deck  I  ran  against  this  steamer 
chair  and  knocked  it  to  flinders,  and  possibly  upset 
the  lady  at  the  same  time  ?  By  George  !  that's  just 
what  the  trouble  is." 

Looking  at  the  back  of  the  flimsy  chair  he  noticed 
a  tag  tied  to  it,  and  on  the  tag  he  saw  the  name, 
"  Miss  Katherine  Earle,  New  York."  Passing  to  the 
other  side  he  called  the  deck  steward. 

"  Steward,"  he  said,  "  there  is  a  chair  somewhere 
among  your  pile  with  the  name  *  Geo.  Morris '  on  it. 
Will  you  get  it  for  me  ?  " 

**  Certainly,  sir,"  answered  the  steward,  and  very 
shortly  the  other  steamer  chair,  which,  by  the  way, 
was  a  much  more  elegant,   expensive,   and  stable 
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affair  than  the  one  that  belonged  to  Miss  Katherine 
Earle,  was  brought  to  him.  Then  he  untied  the  tag 
from  his  own  chair  and  tied  it  to  the  flimsy  structure 
that  had  just  been  offered  to  him  ;  next  he  untied  the 
tag  from  the  lady's  chair  and  put  it  on  his  own. 

**Now,  steward,"  he  said,  "do  you  know  the  lady 
who  sat  in  this  chair  ?  " 

"No,  sir,"  said  the  steward,  "  I  do  not.  You  see, 
we  are  only  a  few  hours  out,  sir," 

"  Very  well,  you  will  have  no  trouble  finding  her. 
When  she  comes  on  deck  again,  please  tell  her  that 
this  chair  is  hers,  with  the  apologies  of  the  gentleman 
who  broke  her  own,  and  see  if  you  can  mend  this 
other  chair  for  me." 

"Oh  yes,"  said  the  steward,  "there  will  be  no 
trouble  about  that.  They  are  rather  rickety  things 
at  best,  sir." 

"  Very  well,  if  you  do  this  for  me  nicely  you  will 
not  be  a  financial  sufferer." 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  The  dinner  gong  rang  some  time 
ago,  sir."   , 

"  Yes,  I  heard  it,"  answered  Morris. 

Placing  his  hands  behind  him  he  walked  up  and 
down  the  deck,  keeping  an  anxious  eye  now  and  then 
on  the  companion  way.  Finally,  the  young  lady 
whom  he  had  seen  going  down  with  the  elderly  gentle- 
man appeared  alone  on  deck.     Then  Morris  acted 
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very  strangely.  With  the  stealthy  demeanour  of  an 
Indian  avoiding  his  deadly  enemy,  he  slunk  behind 
the  different  structures  on  the  deck  until  he  reached 
the  other  door  of  the  companion-way,  and  then,  with 
a  sigh  of  relief;  ran  down  the  steps.  There  were  still 
quite  a  number  of  people  in  the  saloon,  and  seated  at 
the  side  of  one  of  the  smaller  tables  he  noticed  the 
lady  whose  name  he  imagined  was  Miss  Katherine 
Earle. 

"  My  name  is  Morris,"  said  that  gentleman  to  the 
head  steward.     **  Where  have  you  placed  me  ?  " 

The  steward  took  him  down  the  long  table,  looking 
at  the  cards  beside  the  row  of  plates. 

"  Here  you  are,  sir,"  said  the  steward.  "  We  are 
rather  crowded  this  voyage,  sir." 

Morris  did  not  answer  him,  for  opposite  he  noticed 
the  old  gentleman,  who  had  been  the  companion  of 
the  young  lady,  lingering  over  his  wine. 

"  Isn't  there  any  other  place  vacant  ?  At  one  of 
the  smaller  tables,  for  instance  ?  I  don't  like  to  sit 
at  the  long  table,"  said  Morris,  placing  his  finger  and 
thumb  significantly  in  his  waistcoat  pocket. 

**  I  think  that  can  be  arranged,  sir,"  answered  the 
steward,  with  a  smile. 

**  Is  there  a  place  vacant  at  the  table  where  that 
young  lady  is  sitting  alone  ?  "  said  Morris,  nodding 
in  the  direction. 
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"  Well,  sir,  all  the  places  are  taken  there  ;  but  the 
gentleman  who  has  been  placed  at  the  head  of  the 
table  has  not  come  down,  sir,  and  if  you  like  I  will 
change  his  card  for  yours  at  the  long  table." 

**  I  wish  you  would." 

So  with  that  he  took  his  place  at  the  head  of  the 
small  table,  and  had  the  indignant  young  lady  at  his 
right  hand. 

"  There  ought  to  be  a  master  of  ceremonies,"  began 
Morris  with  some  hesitation,  **  to  introduce  people  to 
each  other  on  board  a  steamship.  As  it  is,  however, 
people  have  to  get  acquainted  as  best  they  may.  My 
name  is  Morris,  and,  unless  I  am  mistaken,  you  are 
Miss  Katherine  Earle.     Am  I  right  ?  " 

**  You  are  right  about  my  name,"  answered  the 
young  lady,  **  I  presume  you  ought  to  be  about  your 
own." 

"  Oh,  I  can  prove  that,"  said  Morris,  with  a  smile. 
"  I  have  letters  to  show,  and  cards  and  things  like 
that." 

Then  he  seemed  to  catch  his  breath  as  he  remem- 
bered there  was  also  a  young  woman  on  board  who 
could  vouch  that  his  name  was  George  Morris.  This 
took  him  aback  for  a  moment,  and  he  was  silent. 
Miss  Earle  made  no  reply  to  his  offer  of  identification. 

"Miss  Earle,"  he  said  hesitatingly  at  last,  '*I  wish 
you  would  permit  me  to  apologise  to  you  if  I  am  as 
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culpable  as  I  imagine.     Did  I  run  against  your  chair 
and  break  it  ?  " 

**  Do  you  mean  to  say,"  replied  the  young  lady, 
looking  at  him  steadily,  "  that  you  do  not  know 
whether  you  did  or  not  ?  " 

"  Well,  it's  a  pretty  hard  thing  to  ask  a  person  to 
believe,  and  yet  I  assure  you  that  is  the  fact.  I  have 
only  the  dimmest  remembrance  of  the  disaster,  as  of 
something  I  might  have  done  in  a  dream.  To  tell 
you  the  truth,  I  did  not  even  suspect  I  had  done  so 
until  I  noticed  I  had  torn  a  portion  of  my  clothing  by 
the  collision.  After  you  left,  it  just  dawned  upon  me 
that  I  was  the  one  who  smashed  the  chair.  I  there- 
fore desire  to  apologise  very  humbly,  and  hope  you 
will  permit  me  to  do  so." 

**  For  what  do  you  intend  to  apologise,  Mr.  Morris  ? 
For  breaking  the  chair,  or  refusing  to  mend  it  when 
I  asked  you  ?  " 

**For  both.  I  was  really  in  a  good  deal  of  trouble 
just  the  moment  before  I  ran  against  your  chair, 
Miss  Earle,  and  I  hope  you  will  excuse  me  on  the 
ground  of  temporary  insanity.  Why,  you  know,  they 
even  let  off  murderers  on  that  plea,  so  I  hope  to  be 
forgiven  for  being  careless  in  the  first  place,  and 
boorish  in  the  second." 

**You  are  freely  forgiven,  Mr.  Morris.  In  fact, 
now  that  I  think  more  calmly  about  the  incident,  it 
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was  really  a  very  trivial  affair  to  get  angry  over,  and 
I  must  confess  I  was  angry." 

"You  were  perfectly  justified." 

**  In  getting  angry,  perhaps ;  but  in  showing  my 
anger,  no — as  some  one  says  in  a  play.  Meanwhile, 
we'll  forget  all  about  it,"  and  with  that  the  young 
lady  rose,  bidding  her  new  acquaintance  good  night. 

George  Morris  found  he  had  more  appetite  for 
dinner  than  he  expected  to  liavo. 


SECOND  DAY. 

Mr.  George  Morris  did  not  sleep  well  his  first  night 
on  the  City  of  Buffalo.  He  dreamt  that  he  was  being 
chased  around  the  deck  by  a  couple  of  young  ladies, 
one  a  very  pronounced  blonde,  and  the  other  an 
equally  pronounced  brunette,  and  he  suffered  a  great 
deal  because  of  the  uncertainty  as  to  which  of  the 
two  pursuers  he  desired  the  most  to  avoid.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  at  last  he  was  cornered,  and  the 
fiendish  young  ladies  began  literally,  as  the  slang 
phrase  is,  to  mop  the  deck  with  him.  He  felt  himself 
being  slowly  pushed  back  and  forward  across  the 
deck,  and  he  wondered  how  long  he  would  last  if 
this  treatment  were  kept  up.  By  and  by  he  found 
himself  lying  still  in  his  bunk,  and  the  swish,  swish 
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above  him  of  the  men  scrubbing  the  deck  in  the  early 
morning  showed  him  his   dream  had  merged  into 
reality.     He  remembered  then  that  it  was  the  custom 
of  the  smoking-room  steward  to  bring  a  large  silver 
pot  of  fragrant  coffee  early  every  morning  and  place 
it  on  the  table  of  the  srnoking-room.     Morris  also 
recollected  that  on  former  voyages  that  early  morning 
coffee  had  always  tasted  particularly  good.     It  was 
grateful  and  comforting,  as  the  advertisement  has  it. 
Shortly  after,  Mr.  Morris  was  on  the  wet  deck,  which 
the  men  were  still  scrubbing  with  the  slow,  measured 
swish,  swish  of  the  brush  he  had  heard  earlier  in  the 
morning.     No  rain  was  falling,  but  everything  had  a 
rainy  look.     At  first  he  could  see  only  a  short  distance 
from  the  ship.     The  clouds  appeared  to  have  come 
down   on    the    water,   where    they  hung,   lowering. 
There  was  no  evidence  that  such  a  thing  as  a  sun 
existed.      The  waves  rolled  out  of  this  watery  mist 
with  an  oily  look,  and  the  air  was  so  damp  and  chilly 
that  it  made  Morris  shiver  as  he  looked  out  on  the 
dreary  prospect.     He  thrust  his  hands  deep  into  his 
coat  pockets,  which  seemed  to  be  an  indolent  habit  of 
his,  and  walked  along  the  slippery  deck  to  search  for 
the  smoking-room.     He  was  thinking  of  his  curious 
and  troublesome   dream,   when   around  the   corner 
came  the  brunette,  wrapped   in  a  long  cloak  that 
covered  her  fror^a  head  to  foot.     The  cloak  had  a 
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couple  of  side  pockets  set  anglewaj^s  in  front,  after 
the  manner  of  the  pockets  in  ulsters.  In  these 
pockets  Miss  Earle's  hands  were  placed,  and  she 
walked  the  deck  with  a  certain  independent  manner 
which  Mr.  Morris  remembered  that  he  disliked.  She 
seemed  to  be  about  to  pass  him  without  recognition, 
when  the  youkg  man  took  off  his  cap  and  said 
pleasantly,  **  Good  morning.  Miss  Earle.  You  are 
a  very  early  riser." 

"  The  habit  of  years,"  answered  t.hat  young  lady, 
**  is  not  broken  by  merely  coming  on  board  ship." 

Mr.  Morris  changed  step  and  walked  beside  her. 

**  The  habit  of  years  ?  "  he  said.  **  Why,  you  speak 
as  if  you  were  an  old  woman." 

"I  am  an  old  woman,"  replied  the  girl,  "in  every- 
thing but  one  particular." 

"And  that  particular,"  said  her  companion,  '*is 
the  very  important  one,  I  imagine,  of  years." 

**  I  don't  know  why  that  is  so  very  important." 

"  Oh,  you  will  think  so  in  after  life,  I  assure  you. 
I  speak  as  a  veteran  myself." 

The  young  lady  gave  him  a  quick  side  glance  with 
her  black  eyes  from  under  the  hood  that  almost  con- 
cealed her  face. 

"  You  say  you  are  a  veteran,"  she  answered,  "  but 
you  don't  think  so.  It  would  offend  you  very  deeply 
to  be  called  old." 
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"  Oh,  I  don't  know  about  that.  I  think  such  a 
remark  is  ofifensive  only  when  there  is  truth  in  it. 
A  young  fellow  slaps  his  companion  on  the  shoulder 
and  calls  him  *old  man.'  The  grey-haired  veteran 
always  addresses  his  elderly  friend  as  *  my  boy.*  " 

"  Under  which  category  do  you  think  you  come, 
then?" 

**Well,  I  don't  come  under  either  exactly.  I  am 
sort  of  on  the  middle  ground.  I  sometimes  feel  very 
old.  In  fact,  to  confess  to  you,  I  never  felt  older  in 
my  life  than  I  did  yesterday.  To-day  I  am  a  great 
deal  younger." 

*'Dear  me,"  replied  the  young  lady,  *'I  am  sorry 
to  hear  that." 

"  Sorry  !  "  echoed  her  companion  ;  "  I  don't  see 
why  you  should  be  sorry.  It  is  said  that  every  one 
rejoices  in  the  misfortunes  of  others,  but  it  is  rather 
unusual  to  hear  them  admit  it." 

"It  is  because  of  my  sympathy  for  others  that  x 
am  sorry  to  hear  you  are  younger  to-day  than  you 
were  yesterday.  If  you  take  to  running  along  the 
deck  to-day  then  the  results  will  be  disastrous,  and 
I  think  you  ow^e  it  to  your  fellow  passengers  to  send 
the  steward  with  his  gong  ahead  of  you  so  as  to  give 
people  in  steamer  chairs  warning." 

*'Miss  Earle,"  said  the  young  man,  "I  thought 
you  had  forgiven  me  for  yesterday.     I  am  sure  I 
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apologised  very  humbly,  and  am  willing  to  apologise 
again  to-day," 

**  Did  I  forgive  you  ?    I  had  forgotten  ?  " 
"But  you  remembered  the  fault.     I  am  afraid  that 
is  misplaced  forgetfulness.     The  truth  is,  I  imagine, 
you  are  very  unforgiving." 
*'  My  friends  do  not  think  so." 
**  Then  I    suppose    you    rank    me    among    your 
enemies  ?  "    . 

"  You  forget  that  I  have  known  you  for  a  day  only." 
**  That  is  true,  chronologically  speaking.  But  you 
must  remember  a  day  on  shipboard  is  very  much 
longei'  than  a  day  on  shore.  In  fact,  I  look  on  you 
now  as  an  old  acquaintance,  and  I  should  be  sorry  to 
think  you  looked  on  me  as  an  enemy." 

*'  You  are  mii^taken.  I  do  not.  I  look  on  you 
now  as  you  do  on  your  own  age — sort  of  between  the 
two." 

"And  which  way  do  you  think  I  shall  drift? 
Towards  the  enemy  line,  or  towards  the  line  of 
friendship  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  I  cannot  tell." 

"Well,  Miss  Earle,  I  am  going  to  us^  my  best 
endeavours  to  reach  the  friendship  line,  which  I  shall 
make  unless  the  current  is  too  strong  for  me.  I 
hope  you  are  not  so  prtjudiced  against  me  that  the 
pleasant  effort  will  be  fruitless." 
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**  Oh,  I  am  strictly  neutral,"  said  the  young  lady. 
"  Besides,  it  really  amounts  to  nothing.  Steamer 
friendships  are  the  most  evanescent  things  on  earth." 

"  Not  on  earth,  surely.  Miss  Earle.  You  must 
mean  on  sea." 

**  Well,  the  earth  includes  the  sea,  you  know." 

**  Have  you  had  experience  with  steamer  friend- 
ships ?  I  thought,  somehow,  this  was  your  first 
voyage." 

**  What  made  you  think  so  ?  " 

**  Well,  I  don't  know.     I  thought  it  was,  that's  all." 

"  I  hope  there  is  nothing  in  my  manner  that  would 
induce  a  stranger  to  think  I  am  a  verdant  traveller." 

**  Oh,  not  at  all.  You  know,  a  person  somehow 
classifies  a  person's  fellow-passengers.  Some  appear 
to  have  been  crossing  the  ocean  all  their  lives,  whereas, 
in  fact,  they  are  probably  on  shipboard  for  the  first 
Hme.     Have  you  crossed  the  ocean  before  ?  " 

*'  Yes." 

*'  Now,  tell  me  whether  you  think  I  ever  crossed 
before  ?  " 

*'  Why,  of  course  you  have.  I  should  say  that  you 
cross  probably  once  a  year.     Maybe  oftener." 

*'  Eeally  ?    For  business  or  pleasure  ?  " 

"Oh,  business,  entirely.  You  did  not  look  yester- 
day as  if  you  ever  had  any  pleasure  in  your  life." 

"  Oh,  yesterday  !    Don't  let  us  talk  about  yesterday. 
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It's  to-day  now,  you  know.  You  seem  to  be  a  mind- 
reader.     Perhaps  you  could  tell  my  occupation  ?  " 

"  Certainly.  Your  occupation  is  doubtless  that  of 
a  junior  partner  in  a  prosperous  New  York  house. 
You  go  over  to  Europe  every  year — perhaps  twice  a 
year,  to  look  after  the  interests  of  your  business." 

"  You  think  I  am  a  sort  of  commercial  traveller, 
then?" 

**  Well,  practically,  yes.  The  older  members  of  the 
firm,  I  should  imagine,  are  too  comfortably  situated, 
and  care  too  1.  .tie  for  the  pleasures  of  foreign  travel, 
to  devote  much  of  their  time  to  it.  So  what  foreign 
travel  there  is  to  be  done  falls  on  the  shouluers  of  the 
younger  partner.     Am  I  correct  ?  " 

*'  Well,  I  don't  quite  class  myself  as  a  commercial 
traveller,  you  know,  but  in  the  main  you  are — in  fact, 
you  are  remarkably  near  right.  I  think  you  must  be 
something  of  a  mind-reader,  as  I  said  before.  Miss 
Earle,  or  is  it  possible  that  I  carry  my  business  so 
plainly  in  my  demeanour  as  all  that  ?  " 

Miss  Earle  laughed.  It  v^as  a  very  bright, 
pleasant,  cheerful  laugh. 

**  Still,  I  muBt  correct  you  where  you  are  wrong, 
for  fear  you  become  too  conceited  altogether  about 
your  powers  of  observation.  I  have  not  crossed  the 
ocean  as  often  as  you  seem  to  think.  In  the  future  I 
shall  perhaps  do  so  frequently.      I  am  the  junior 
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partner,  as  you  say,  but  have  not  been  a  partner  long. 
In  fact  I  am  now  on  my  first  voyage  in  connection 
with  the  new  partnership.  Now,  Miss  Earle,  let  me 
try  a  guess  at  your  occupation." 

*'  You  are  quite  at  liberty  to  guess  at  it." 

"  But  will  you  tell  me  if  I  guess  correctly  ?  " 

*'  Yes.     I  have  no  desire  to  conceal  it." 

*'  Then,  I  should  say  off-hand  that  you  are  a 
teacher,  and  are  now  taking  a  vacation  in  Europe. 
Am  I  right  ?  " 

*'  Tell  me  first  why  you  think  so  ?  " 

*'  I  am  afraid  to  tell  you.  I  do  not  want  to  drift 
towards  the  line  of  enmity." 

**  You  need  have  no  fear.  I  have  every  respect  for 
a  man  who  tells  the  truth  when  he  has  to." 

**  Well,  I  think  a  school  teacher  is  very  apt  to  get 
into  a  certain  dictatorial  habit  of  speech.  School 
teachers  are  something  like  military  men.  They  are 
accustomed  to  implicit  obedience  without  question, 
and  this,  I  think,  affects  their  manner  with  other 
people." 

**  You  think  I  am  dictatorial,  then  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  shouldn't  say  that  you  were  dictatorial 
exactly.  But  there  is  a  certain  confidence  —  I  don't 
know  just  how  tt  express  it,  but  it  seems  to  me,  you 
know  —  well,  I  am  going  deeper  and  deeper  into 
trouble    by  what   I    am   saying,  so    really  I  shall 
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not  say  any  more.  I  do  not  know  just  how  to  ex- 
press it." 

**  I  think  you  express  it  very  nicely.  Go  on, 
please." 

"  Oh,  you  are  laughing  at  me  now." 

"  Not  at  all,  I  assure  you.  You  were  trying  to  say 
that  I  was  very  dictatorial." 

"No,  I  was  trying  to  say  nothing  of  the  kind.  I 
was  merely  trying  to  say  that  you  have  a  certain  con- 
fidence in  yourself  and  a  certain  belief  that  every- 
thing you  say  is  perfectly  correct,  and  is  not  to  be 
questioned.  Now,  do  as  you  promised,  and  tell  mo 
how  near  right  I  am." 

"  You  are  entirely  wrong.     I  never  taught  school." 

"  Well,  Miss  Earle,  I  confessed  to  my  occupation 
without  citing  any  mitigating  circumstances,  feo 
now,  would  you  think  me  impertinent  if  I  asked  you 
to  be  equally  frank  ?  " 

"  Oh,  not  at  all !  But  I  may  say  at  once  that  I 
wouldn't  answer  you." 

'*  But  you  will  tell  me  if  I  guess  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  I  promise  that." 

**  Well,  I  am  certainly  right  in  saying  that  you  are 
crossing  the  ocean  for  pleasure." 

"  No,  you  are  entirely  wrong.  I  am  crossing  for 
business." 

"  Then,  perhaps  you  cross  very  often,  too  ?  " 
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**  No ;  I  crossed  only  once  before,  and  that  was 
coming  the  other  way." 

"  Eeally,  this  is  very  mysterious.  When  are  you 
coming  back  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  coming  back." 

"Oh,  well,"  said  Morris,  "I  give  it  up.  I  think 
I  have  scored  the  unusual  triumph  of  managing  to 
be  wrong  in  everything  that  I  have  said.  Have  I 
not?" 

**  I  think  you  have." 

**  And  you  refuse  to  put  me  right  ?  " 

"Certainly." 

"  I  don't  think  you  are  quite  fair,  Miss  Earle." 

"  I  don't  think  I  ever  claimed  to  be,  Mr.  Morris. 
But  I  am  tired  of  walking  now.  You  see,  I  have 
been  walking  the  deck  for  considerably  longer  than 
you  have.     I  think  I  shall  sit  down  for  a  while." 

"  Let  me  take  you  to  your  chair." 

Miss  Earle  smiled.  "  It  would  be  very  little  use," 
she  said. 

The  deck  steward  was  not  to  be  seen,  and  Morris, 
diving  into  a  dark  and  cluttered-up  apartment,  in 
which  the  chairs  were  piled,  speedily  picked  out 
his  own,  brought  it  to  where  the  young  lady  was 
standing,  spread  it  out  in  its  proper  position,  and 
said — 

"  Now  let  me  get  you  a  rug  or  two." 
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"  You  have  made  a  mistake.  That  is  not  my 
chair." 

"  Oh  yes,  it  is.  I  looked  at  the  tag.  This  is  your 
name,  is  it  not  ?  " 

**  Yes,  that  is  my  name ;  but  this  is  not  my 
chair." 

"  Well,  I  beg  that  you  will  use  it  until  the  owner 
calls  for  it." 

"  But  who  is  the  owner  ?     Is  this  your  chair  ?  " 

**  It  was  mine  until  after  I  smashed  up  yours." 

"  Oh,  but  I  cannot  accept  your  chair,  Mr. 
Morris." 

"You  surely  wouldn't  refuse  to  do  what  you 
desired,  in  fact,  commanded,  another  to  do.  You 
know  you  practically  ordered  me  to  take  your 
chair.  Well,  I  have  accepted  it.  It  is  going  to  be 
put  right  to-day.  So,  you  see,  you  cannot  refuse 
mine." 

Miss  Earle  looked  at  him  for  a  moment. 

"  This  is  hardly  what  I  would  call  a  fair  exchange," 
she  said.  "  My  chair  was  really  a  very  cheap  and 
flimsy  one.  This  chair  is  much  more  expensive. 
You  see,  I  know  the  price  of  them.  I  think  you  are 
trying  to  arrange  your  revenge,  Mr.  Morris.  I  think 
you  want  to  bring  things  about  so  that  I  shall  have 
to  apologise  to  you  in  relation  to  that  chair-breaking 
incident.     However,   I   see  that  this   chair  is  very 
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comfortable,  so  I  will  take  ifc.  Wait  a  moment  till  I 
get  my  rugs." 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Morris,  "  tell  me  where  you  left 
theni.     I  will  get  them  for  you." 

*'  Thank  you.  I  left  them  on  the  seat  at  the  head 
of  the  companion-way.  One  is  red,  the  other  is  more 
variegated;  I  cannot  describe  it,  but  they  are  the 
only  two  rugs  there,  I  think." 

A  moment  afterwards  the  young  man  appeared 
with  the  rugs  on  his  arm,  and  arranged  them  around 
the  young  lady  after  the  manner  of  deck  stewards 
and  gallant  young  men  who  are  in  the  habit  of  cross- 
ing the  ocean. 

**  Would  you  like  to  have  a  cup  of  coffee  ?  " 

**I  would,  if  it  can  be  had." 

"Well,  I  will  let  you  into  a  shipboard  secret. 
Every  morning  on  this  vessel  the  smoking-room 
steward  brings  up  a  pot  of  very  delicious  coffee,  which 
he  leaves  on  the  table  of  the  smoking-room.  He  also 
brings  a  few  biscuits — not  the  biscuit  of  American 
fame,  but  the  biscuit  of  English  manufacture,  the 
cracker,  as  we  call  it — and  those  who  freq[uent  the 
smoking-room  are  in  the  habit  sometimes  of  rising 
early,  and,  after  a  walk  on  deck,  pouring  out  a  cup 
of  coffee  for  themselves." 

"  But  I  do  not  expect  to  be  a  habitue  of  the 
smoking-room,"  said  Miss  Earle. 
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"  Nevertheless,  you  have  a  friend  who  will  be,  and 
BO  in  that  way,  you  see,  you  will  enjoy  the  advantages 
of  belonging  to  the  smoking  club." 

A  few  moments  afterwards,  Morris  appeared  with  a 
camp-stool  under  his  arm,  and  two  cups  of  coffee  in 
his  hands.  Miss  Earle  noticed  the  smile  suddenly 
fade  from  his  face,  and  a  look  of  annoyance,  even 
of  terror,  succeed  it.  His  hands  trembled,  so  that 
the  coffee  spilled  from  the  cup  into  the  saucer, 

"Excuse  my  awkwardness,"  he  said  huskily  ;  then, 
handing  her  the  cup,  he  added,  *'  I  shall  have  to  go 
now.  I  will  see  you  at  breakfast-time.  Good  morn- 
ing." With  the  other  cup  still  in  his  hand,  he  made 
his  way  to  the  stair. 

Miss  Earle  looked  around  and  saw,  coming  up  the 
deck,  a  very  handsome  young  lady  with  blonde  hair. 


THIRD  DAY. 

On  the  morning  of  the  third  day,  Mr.  George 
Morris  woke  up  after  a  sound  and  dreamless  sleep. 
He  woke  up  feeling  very  dissatisfied  with  himself, 
indeed.  He  said  he  was  a  fool,  which  was  probably 
true  enough,  but  even  the  calling  himself  so  did  not 
seem  to  make  matters  any  better.  He  reviewed  in 
his  mind  t-xe  events  of  the  day  before.    He  remem- 
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bered  his  very  pleasant  walk  and  talk  with  Miss 
Earle.  He  knew  the  talk  had  been  rather  purpose- 
less, being  merely  that  sort  of  preliminary  con- 
versation which  two  people  who  do  not  yet  know 
each  other  indulge  in,  as  a  forerunner  to  future 
friendship.  Then,  he  thought  of  his  awkward  leave- 
taking  of  Miss  Earle  when  he  presented  her  with 
the  cup  of  coffee,  and  for  the  first  time  he  remem- 
bered with  a  pang  that  he  had  under  his  arm  a 
camp-stool.  It  must  have  been  evident  to  Miss 
Earle  that  he  had  intended  to  sit  down  and  have  a 
cup  of  coffee  with  her,  and  continue  the'  acquaintance 
begun  so  ausjiiciously  that  morning.  He  wondered 
if  she  had  noticed  that  his  precipitate  retreat  had 
taken  place  the  moment  there  appeared  on  the  deck 
a  very  handsome  and  stylishly  dressed  young  lady. 
He  began  to  fear  that  Miss  Earle  must  have  thought 
him  suddenly  taken  with  insanity,  or,  worse  still, 
sea-sickness.  The  more  Morris  thought  about  the 
matter  the  more  dissatisfied  he  was  with  himself  and 
his  actions.  At  breakfast — he  had  arrived  very  late, 
almost  as  Miss  Earle  was  leaving — he  felt  he  had 
preserved  a  glum,  reticent  demeanour,  and  that  he 
had  the  general  manner  of  a  fugitive  anxious  to 
escape  justice.  He  wondered  what  Miss  Earle  must 
have  thought  of  him  after  his  eager  conversation 
of  the  morning.     The  rest  of  the  day  he  had  spent 
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gloomily  in  the  smoking-room,  and  bad  not  seen  the 
young  lady  again.  The  more  he  thought  of  the  day 
the  worse  he  felt  about  it.  However,  he  was  philo- 
sopher enough  to  know  that  all  the  thinking  he 
could  do  would  not  change  a  single  item  in  the  sum 
of  the  day's  doing.  So  he  slipped  back  the  curtain 
on  its  brass  rod  and  looked  out  into  his  state-room. 
The  valise  which  he  had  left  carelessly  on  the  floor 
the  night  before  was  now  making  an  excursion  back- 
war'^' ^  and  forwards  from  the  bunk  to  the  sofa,  and 
the  oooks  that  had  been  piled  up  on  the  sofa  were 
scattered  all  over  the  room.  It  was  evident  that 
dressing  was  going  to  be  an  acrobatic  performance. 

The  deck,  when  he  reached  it,  was  wet,  but  not 
with  the  moisture  of  the  scrubbing.  The  outlook 
was  clear  enough,  but  a  strong  head-wind  was  blow- 
ing that  whistled  through  the  cordage  of  the  vessel, 
and  caused  the  black  smoke  of  the  funnels  to  float 
back  like  huge  sombre  streamers.  The  prow  of  the 
big  ship  rose  now  into  the  sky  and  then  sank  down 
into  the  bosom  of  the  sea,  and  every  time  it  de- 
scended a  white  cloud  of  spray  drenched  everything 
forward  and  sent  a  drizzly  salt  rain  along  the  whole 
length  of  the  steamer. 

**  There  will  be  no  ladies  on  deck  this  morning," 
said  Morris  to  himself,  as  he  held  his  cap  on  with 
both  hands  and  looked  around  at  the   threatening 
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sky.  At  this  moment  one  wave  struck  the  steamer 
with  more  than  usual  force  and  raised  its  crest 
amidship  over  the  decks.  Morris  had  just  time  to 
escape  into  the  companion-way  when  it  fell  with  a 
crash  on  the  deck,  flooding  the  promenade,  and  then 
rushing  out  through  the  scuppers  into  the  sea. 

"  By  George  !  "  said  Morris.  **  I  guess  there  won't 
be  many  at  breakfast  either,  if  this  sort  of  thing 
keeps  up.  I  think  the  other  side  of  the  ship  is  the 
best." 

Coming  out  on  the  other  side  of  the  deck,  he 
was  astonished  to  sec,  sitting  in  her  steamer  chair, 
snugly  wrapped  up  in  her  rugs.  Miss  Katherine  Earle, 
balancing  a  cup  of  steaming  coffee  in  her  hand. 
The  steamer  chair  had  been  tightly  tied  to  the  brass 
stanchion,  or  hand-rail,  that  ran  along  the  side  of 
the  housed-in  portion  of  the  companion-way,  and 
although  the  steamer  swayed  to  and  fro,  as  well  as 
up  and  down,  the  chair  was  immovable.  An  awning 
had  been  put  up  over  the  place  where  the  chair  was 
fastened,  and  every  now  and  then  on  that  dripping 
piece  of  canvas  the  salt  rain  fell,  the  result  of  the  waves 
that  dashed  in  on  the  other  side  of  the  steamer. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Morris  !  "  said  the  young 
lady,  brightly.  "I  am  very  glad  you  have  come. 
I  will  let  you  into  a  shipboard  secret.  The  steward 
of  the  smoking-room  brings  up  every  morning  a  pot 
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of  very  fragrant  coffee.  Now,  if  you  will  speak  to 
him,  I  am  sure  be  will  be  very  glad  to  give  you  a 
cup." 

"You  do  like  to  make  fun  of  me,  don't  you?" 
answered  tbe  young  man. 

**  Ob,  dear  no,"  said  Miss  Earle,  '*  I  shouldn't 
think  of  making  fun  of  anything  so  serious.  Is  it 
making  fun  of  a  person  who  looks  half  frozen  to 
offer  him  a  cup  of  warm  coffee  ?  I  think  there  is 
more  philanthropy  than  fun  about  that." 

"  Well,  I  don't  know  but  you  are  right.  At  any 
rate,  I  prefer  to  take  it  as  philanthropy  rather  than 
fun.  I  shall  go  and  get  a  cup  of  coffee  for  myself, 
if  you  will  permit  me  to  place  a  chair  beside 
yours  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  beg  you  not  to  go  for  the  coffee  yourself. 
You  certainly  will  never  reach  here  with  it.  Y^ou  see 
the  remains  of  that  cup  down  by  the  side  of  the 
vessel.  The  steward  himself  slipped  and  fell  with 
that  piece  of  crockery  in  his  hands.  I  am  sure  he 
hurt  himself,  although  he  said  he  didn't." 

"  Did  you  give  him  an  extra  fee  on  that  account  ?  " 
asked  Morris,  cynically. 

"  Of  course  I  did.  I  am  like  the  Government  in 
that  respect.  I  take  care  of  those  who  are  injured 
in  my  service." 

**  Perhaps  that's  why  he  went  down.     They  are  a 
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fily  set,  those  stewards.  He  knew  that  a  man  would 
simply  laugh  at  him,  or  perhaps  utter  some  male- 
dictions if  he  were  not  feeling  in  very  good  humour. 
In  all  my  ocean  voyages  I  have  never  had  the  good 
fortune  to  see  a  steward  fall.  He  knew,  also,  the 
rascal,  that  a  lady  would  sympathise  ^Yith  him,  and 
that  he  wouldn't  lose  anything  by  it,  except  the  cup, 
which  is  not  his  loss." 

**  Oh  yes,  it  is,"  replied  the  young  lady,  "he  tells 
me  they  charge  all  breakages  against  him," 

*'He  didn't  tell  you  what  method  they  had  of 
keeping  track  of  the  breakages,  did  he  ?  Suppose 
lie  told  the  chief  steward  that  you  broke  the  cup, 
which  is  likely  he  did.     What  then  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  you  are  too  cynical  this  morning,  and  it 
would  serve  you  just  right  if  you  go  and  get  some 
coffee  for  yourself,  and  meet  with  the  same  disaster 
that  overtook  the  unfortunate  steward.  Only  you 
are  forewarned  that  you  shall  have  neither  sympathy 
nor  fee." 

"  Well,  in  that  case,"  said  the  young  man,  "  I 
shall  not  take  the  risk.  I  shall  sacrifice  the  steward 
rather.  Oh,  here  he  is.  I  say,  steward,  will  you 
bring  me  a  cup  of  coffee,  please  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.     Any  biscuit,  sir  ?  " 

*'  No,  no  biscuit.  Just  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a  couple 
of  lumps  of  sugar,  please ;  and  if  you  can  first  get 
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me  a  chair,  and  strap  it  to  this  rod  in  the  manner 
you  do  so  well,  I  shall  he  very  much  ohliged." 

**  Yes,  sir.     I  shall  call  the  deck  steward,  sir." 

*'  Now,  notice  that.  You  see  the  rascals  never 
interfere  with  each  other.  The  deck  steward  wants 
a  fee,  and  the  smoking-room  steward  wants  a  fee, 
and  each  one  attends  strictly  to  his  own  husiness, 
and  doesn't  interfere  with  tie  possihle  fees  of  any- 
body else." 

**  Well,"  said  Miss  Earle,  "  is  not  that  the  correct 
way  ?  If  things  are  to  be  well  done,  that  is  how 
they  should  be  done.  Now,  just  notice  how  much 
more  artistically  the  deck  steward  arranged  these 
rugs  than  you  did  yesterday  morning.  I  think  it  is 
worth  a  good  fee  to  be  wrapped  up  so  comfortably 
as  that." 

"  I  guess  I'll  take  lessons  from  the  deck  steward, 
then,  and  even  if  I  do  not  get  a  fee,  I  may  perhaps 
get  some  gratitude  at  least." 

*'  Gratitude  ?    Why,  you  should  think  it  a  privilege." 

"  Well,  Miss  Earle,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  do.  It  is 
a  privilege  that — I  hope  you  will  not  think  I  am 
trying  to  flatter  you  when  I  say — any  man  might  be 
proud  of." 

**  Oh,  dear,"  replied  the  young  lady,  l*^ughing,  "  I 
did  not  mean  it  in  that  way  at  all.  I  meant  that 
it  was  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  practise  on  those 
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particular  rugs.  Now,  a  man  should  remember  that 
he  undertakes  a  very  great  responsibility  when  he 
volunteers  to  place  the  rugs  around  a  lady  on  a 
r,teamer  chair.  He  may  make  her  look  very  neat 
and  even  pretty  by  a  nice  disposal  of  the  rugs,  or  he 
may  make  her  look  like  a  horrible  bundle." 

"Well,  then,  I  think  I  was  not  such  a  failure 
after  all  yesterday  morning,  for  you  certainly  looked 
very  neat  and  pretty." 

**  Then,  if  I  did,  Mr.  Morris,  do  not  flatter  yourself 
it  was  at  all  on  account  of  your  disposal  of  the  rugs, 
for  the  moment  you  had  left  a  very  handsome  young 
lady  came  along,  and,  looking  at  me,  said,  with  such 
a  pleasant  smile,  *  Why,  what  a  pretty  rug  you  have 
there;  but  how  the  steward  has  bungled  it  about  you! 
Let  me  fix  it,'  and  with  that  she  gave  it  a  touch  here 
and  a  smooth  down  there,  and  the  result  was  really 
so  nice  that  I  hooted  to  go  down  to  breakfast.  It  is  a 
pity  you  went  away  so  quickly  yesterday  morning. 
You  might  have  had  an  opportunity  of  becoming 
acquainted  with  the  lady,  v>^ho  is,  I  think,  the  prettiest 
girlon  board  this  ship." 

"  Do  you  ?  "  said  Mr.  Morris,  shortly. 

"  Yes,  I  do.  Have  you  noticed  her  ?  She  sits 
over  there  at  the  long  table  near  the  centre.  You 
must  have  seen  her ;  she  is  so  very,  very  pretty,  that 
yuu  cannot  help  noticing  her." 
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*'I  am  not  looking  after  pretty  women  this 
voyage,"  said  Morris,  savagely. 

"Oh,  are  you  not?  Well,  I  must  thank  you  for 
that.  That  is  evidently  a  very  sincere  compliment- 
No,  I  can't  call  it  a  compliment,  but  a  sincere  remark, 
I  think  the  first  sincere  one  you  have  made  to-day." 

**  Why,  what  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Morris,  looking 
at  her  in  a  bewildered  sort  of  way. 

"You  have  been  looking  after  me  this  morning, 
have  you  not,  and  yesterday  morning  ?  And  taking 
ever  so  much  pains  to  be  helpful  and  entertaining, 

and  now,  all  at  once  you  say Well,  you  know 

what  you  said  just  now." 

"  Oh  yes.     Well,  you  see " 

**  Oh,  you  can't  get  out  of  it,  Mr.  Morris.  It  was 
said,  and  with  evident  sincerity." 

"  Then  you  really  think  you  are  pretty  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Morris,  looking  at  his  companion,  who  flushed 
under  the  remark. 

"Ah,  now,"  she  said,  "you  imagine  you  are 
carrying  the  war  into  the  enemy's  country.  But  I 
don't  at  all  appreciate  a  remark  like  that.  I  don't 
know  but  I  dislike  it  even  more  than  I  do  your 
compliments,  which  is  saying  a  good  deal." 

"  I  assure  you,"  said  Morris,  stiffly,  "that  I  have 
not  intended  to  pay  any  compliments.  I  am  iiot  a 
man  who  pays  compliments." 
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"  Not  even  left-handed  ones  ?  " 

"  Not  even  any  kind,  that  I  know  of.  I  try  as  a 
general  thing  to  speak  the  truth." 

"Ah,  and  shame  your  hearers ? " 

"Well,  I  don't  care  who  I  shame  as  long  as  I 
succeed  in  speaking  the  truth." 

"Very  well,  then;  tell  me  the  truth.  Have  you 
noticed  this  handsome  young  lady  I  speak  of  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have  seen  her." 

"  Don't  you  think  she  is  very  pretty  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  think  she  is." 

"Don't  you  think  she  is  the  prettiest  woman  on 
the  ship  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  think  she  is." 

"  Are  you  afraid  of  pretty  women  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't  think  I  am." 

"  Then,  tell  me  why,  the  moment  she  appeared  on 
the  deck  yesterday  morning,  you  were  so  much  agi- 
tated that  you  spilled  most  of  my  coffee  in  the 
saucer  T  " 

"  Did  I  appear  agitated  ?  "  asked  Morris,  with  some 
hesitation. 

"  Now,  I  consider  that  sort  of  thing  worse  than  a 
direct  prevarication." 

"  What  sort  of  thing  ?  " 

"Why,  a  disingenuous  answer.  You  knoic  you 
appeared  agitated.     You   know  you  icere   agitated. 
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You  know  you  bad  a  camp-stool,  and  that  you  in- 
tended to  sit  down  here  and  drink  your  coffee.  All 
at  once  you  changed  your  mind,  and  that  change 
was  coincident  with  the  appearance  on  deck  of  the 
handsome  young  lady  I  speak  of.  I  merely  ask 
why?" 

*'  Now,  look  here,  Miss  Earle,  even  the  worst 
malefactor  is  not  expected  to  incriminate  himself. 
I  can  refuse  to  answer,  can  I  not  ?  " 

*'  Certainly  you  may.  You  may  refuse  to  answer 
anything,  if  you  like.  It  was  only  because  you  were 
boasting  about  speaking  the  truth  that  I  thought 
I  should  test  your  truth-telling  qualities.  I  have 
been  expecting  every  moment  that  you  would  say 
to  me  I  was  very  impertinent,  and  that  it  was  no 
business  of  mine,  which  would  have  been  quite  true. 
There,  you  see,  you  had  a  beautiful  chance  of  speaking 
the  truth  which  you  let  slip  entirely  unnoticed.  But 
there  is  the  breakfast  gong.  Now,  I  must  confess  to 
being  very  hungry  indeed.  I  think  I  shall  go  down 
into  the  saloon." 

"Please  take  my  arm,  Miss  Earle,"  said  the  young 
man. 

**  Oh,  not  at  all,"  replied  that  young  lady ;  "  I 
want  something  infinitely  more  stable.  I  shall  work 
my  way  along  this  brass  rod  until  I  can  make  a  bolt 
for  the  door.     If  you  want  to   make  yourself  real 
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useful,  go  and  stand  on  the  stairway,  or  the  com- 
panion-way I  think  you  call  it,  and  if  I  come  through 
the  door  with  too  great  force  you'll  prevent  me  from 
going  down  the  stairs." 

**  *  Who  ran  to  help  me  when  I  fell,*  "  quoted  Mr. 
Morris,  as  he  walked  along  ahead  of  her,  having  some 
difficulty  in  maintaining  his  equilibrium. 

*'  I  wouldn't  mind  the  falling,"  replied  the  young 
lady,  "  if  you  only  would  some  pretty  story  tell ;  but 
you  are  very  prosaic,  Mr.  Morris.  Do  you  ever  read 
anything  at  all  ?  " 

**  I  never  read  when  I  have  somebody  more  interest- 
ing than  a  book  to  talk  to." 

"  Oh,  thank  you.  Now,  if  you  will  get  into  position 
on  the  stairway,  I  shall  make  my  attempts  at  getting 
to  the  door." 

**  I  feel  like  a  base-ball  catcher,"  said  Morris,  taking 
up  a  position  somewhat  similar  to  that  of  the  useful 
man  behind  the  bat. 

Miss  Earle,  however,  waited  until  the  ship  was  on 
an  even  keel,  then  walked  to  the  top  of  the  companion- 
way,  and,  deftly  catching  up  the  train  of  her  dress 
with  as  much  composure  as  if  she  were  in  a  ball- 
room, stepped  lightly  down  the  stairway.  Looking 
Bmilingly  over  her  ehoulder  at  the  astonished  base- 
ball catcher,  she  saiil — 

"  I  wish  you  would  not  stand  in  that  ridiculous 
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attitude,  but  come  and  accompany  me  to  the  break- 
fast table.     As  I  told  you,  I  am  very  hungry." 

The  steamer  gave  a  lurch  that  nearly  precipitated 
Morris  down  the  stairway,  and  the  next  moment  he 
was  by  her  side. 

"  Are  you  fond  of  base-ball  ?  "  she  said  to  him. 

"You  should  see  me  in  the  park  when  our  side 
makes  a  home  run.     Do  you  like  the  game  ?  " 

"  I  never  saw  a  game  in  my  life." 

"What!  you  an  American  girl,  and  never  saw  a 
game  of  base-ball  ?    Why,  I  am  astonished." 

**  I  did  not  say  that  I  was  an  American  girh" 

**  Oh,  that's  a  fact.     I  took  you  for  one,  however." 

They  w^ere  both  of  them  so  intent  on  their  con- 
versation in  walking  up  the  narrow  way  between  the 
long  table  and  the  short  ones,  that  neither  of  them 
noticed  the  handsome  blonde  young  lady  standing 
beside  her  chair  looking  at  them.  It  was  only  when 
that  young  lady  said,  "Why,  Mr.  Morris,  is  this 
you  ? "  and  when  that  gentleman  jumped  as  if  a 
cannon  had  been  fired  beside  him,  that  either  of  them 
noticed  their  fair  fellow-traveller. 

"  Y — es,"  stammered  Morris,  "it  is  !  " 

The  young  lady  smiled  sweetly  and  held  out  her 
hand,  which  Morris  took  in  an  awkward  way. 

"  I  was  just  going  to  ask  you,"  she  said,  "  when 
you  came  aboard.     How  ridiculous  that  would  have 
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been.  Of  course,  you  have  been  here  all  the  time. 
Isn't  it  curious  that  we  have  not  met  each  other  ? — 
we  of  all  persons  in  the  world." 

Morris,  who  had  somewhat  recovered  his  breath, 
looked  steadily  at  her  as  she  said  this,  and  her  eyes, 
after  encountering  his  gaze  for  a  moment,  sank  to 
the  floor. 

Miss  Earle,  who  had  waited  for  a  moment  expect- 
ing that  Morris  would  introduce  her,  but  seeing  that 
he  had  for  the  time  being  apparently  forgotten  every- 
thing on  earth,  quietly  left  them,  and  took  her  place 
at  the  breakfast  table.  The  blonde  young  lady  looked 
up  again  at  Mr.  Morris,  and  said — 

"  I  am  afraid  I  am  keeping  you  from  breakfast." 

"  Oh,  that  doesn't  matter." 

**I  am  afraid,  then,"  she  continued  sweetly,  "that 
I  am  keeping  you  from  your  very  interesting  table 
companion." 

"Yes,  that  does  matter,"  said  Morris,  looking  at 
her.  "  I  wish  you  good  morning,  madam."  And 
with  that  he  left  her  and  took  his  place  at  the  head 
of  the  small  table. 

There  was  a  vindictive  look  in  the  blonde  young 
lady's  pretty  eyes  as  she  sank  into  her  own  seat  at 
the  breakfast  table. 

Miss  Earle  had  noticed  the  depressing  effect  which 
even  the  sight  of  the  blonde  lady  exercised  on  Morris 


4 


•Ml 


IN  A   STEAMEU    CHAIR. 


39 


r  ^ 

le 
d 


i 


the  day  before,  and  she  looked  forward,  therefore,  to 
rather  an  uncompanionable  breakfast.  She  was  sur- 
prised, however,  to  see  that  Morris  had  an  air  of 
jaunty  joviality,  which  she  could  not  help  thinking 
was  rather  forced. 

"  Now,"  he  said,  as  he  sat  down  on  the  sofa  at  the 
head  of  the  table,  "  I  think  it's  about  time  for  us  to 
begin  our  chutney  fight." 

'*  Our  what  ?  "  asked  the  young  lady,  looking  up  at 
him  with  open  eyes. 

"Is  it  possible,"  he  said,  "that  you  have  crossed 
the  ocean  and  never  engaged  in  the  chutney  fight  ? 
I  always  have  it  on  this  line." 

"I  am  sorry  to  appear  so  ignorant,"  said  Miss 
Earle,  "but  I  have  to  confess  I  do  not  know  what 
chutney  is." 

"  I  am  glad  of  that,"  returned  the  young  man. 
"  It  delights  me  to  find  in  your  nature  certain  desert 
spots — certain  irreclaimable  lands,  I  might  say — of 
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"  I  do  not  see  why  a  person  should  rejoice  in  the 
misfortunes  of  another  person,"  replied  the  young 
lady. 

"Oh,  don't  you?  Why,  it  is  the  most  natural 
thing  in  the  world.  There  is  nothing  that  we  so 
thoroughly  dislike  as  a  person,  either  lady  or  gentle- 
man, who  is  perfect.    I  suspect  you  rather  have  the 
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advantage  of  me  in  the  reading  of  books,  but  I 
certainly  have  the  advantage  of  you  on  chutney,  and 
I  intend  to  make  the  most  of  it." 

**  I  am  sure  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  be  enlightened, 
and  to  confess  my  ignorance  whenever  it  is  necessary, 
and  that,  I  fear,  will  be  rather  often.  So,  if  our 
acquaintance  continues  until  the  end  of  the  voyage, 
you  will  be  in  a  state  of  perpetual  delight." 

"Well,  that's  encouraging.  You  will  be  pleased 
to  learn  that  chutney  is  a  sauce,  an  Indian  sauce, 
and  on  this  line  somehow  or  other  they  never  have 
more  than  one  or  two  bottles.  I  do  not  know 
whether  it  is  very  expensive.  I  presume  it  is. 
Perhaps  it  is  because  there  is  very  little  demand  for 
it,  a  great  number  of  people  not  knowing  what 
chutney  is." 

**  Thank  you,"  said  the  young  lady,  *'I  am  glad  to 
find  that  I  am  in  the  majority,  at  least,  even  in  the 
matter  of  ignorance." 

''Well,  as  I  was  saying,  chutney  is  rather  a 
seductive  sauce.  You  may  not  like  it  at  first,  but 
it  grows  on  you.  You  acquire,  as  it  were,  the 
chutney  habit.  An  old  Indian  traveller,  whom  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  crossing  with  once,  and  who  sat  at 
the  same  table  with  me,  demanded  chutney.  He 
initiated  me  into  the  mysteries  of  chutney,  and  he 
had  a  chutney  fight  all  the  way  across." 
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"I  still  have  to  confess  that  I  do  not  see  what 
there  is  to  fight  about  in  the  matter  of  chutney." 

"Don't  you?  Well,  you  shall  soon  have  a 
practical  illustration  of  the  terrors  of  a  chutney 
fight.  Steward,"  called  Morris,  **just  bring  me  a 
bottle  of  chutney,  will  you  ?  " 

"Chutney,  sir?"  asked  the  steward,  as  if  he  had 
never  heard  the  word  before. 

"  Yes,  chutney.     Chutney  sauce." 

"I  am  afraid,  sir,"  said  the  steward,  "that  we 
haven't  any  chutney  sauce." 

"  Oh  yes,  you  have.  I  see  a  bottle  there  on  the 
captain's  table.  I  think  there  is  a  second  bottle  at 
the  smaller  table.  Just  two  doors  up  the  street. 
Have  the  kindness  to  bring  it  to  me." 

The  steward  left  for  the  chutney,  and  Morris  look- 
ing after  him,  saw  that  there  was  some  discussion 
between  him  and  the  steward  of  the  other  table. 
Finally,  Morris's  steward  came  back  and  said,  "  I  am 
very  sorry,  sir,  but  they  are  using  the  chutney  at 
that  table." 

"  Now  look  here,  steward,"  said  Morris,  "you  know 
that  you  are  here  to  take  care  of  us,  and  that  at  the 
end  of  the  voyage  I  will  take  care  of  you.  Don't  make 
any  mistake  about  that.     You  understand  me  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir,  I  do,"  said  the  steward.     "Thank  you, 
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All  right,"  replied  Morris.  "  Now  you  under- 
stand that  I  want  chutney,  and  chutney  I  am  going 
to  have." 

Steward  number  one  waited  until  steward  number 
two  had  disappeared  after  another  order,  and  then 
he  deftly  reached  over,  took  the  chutney  sauce,  and 
placed  it  before  V :.  Morris. 

*'*Now,  Miss  Earle,  I  hope  that  you  will  like  this 
chutney  sauce.  You  see  there  is  some  difficulty  in 
getting  it,  and  that  of  itself  ought  to  be  a  strong 
recommendation  for  it." 

**It  is  a  little  too  hot  to  suit  me,"  answered  the 
young  lady,  trying  the  Indian  sauce,  *'  still,  there  is 
a  pleasant  flavour  about  it  that  I  like." 

"  Oh,  you  are  ail  right,"  said  Morris,  jauntily  ; 
"you  will  be  a  victim  of  the  chutney  habit  before 
two  days.  People  who  dislike  it  at  first  are  its 
warmest  advocates  afterwards.  I  use  the  word 
warmest  without  any  allusion  to  the  sauce  itself,  you 
know.     I  shall  now  try  some  myself." 

As  he  looked  round  the  table  for  the  large  bottle, 
he  saw  that  it  had  been  whisked  away  by  steward 
number  two,  and  now  stood  on  the  other  table.  Miss 
Earle  laughed. 

**  Oh,  I  shall  have  it  in  a  moment,"  said  the  young 
man. 

*'  Do  you  think  it  is  worth  while  ?  " 
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"  Worth  while  ?  Why,  that  is  the  excitement  of  a 
chutney  fight.  It  is  not  that  we  care  for  chutney  at 
all,  but  that  we  simply  are  bound  to  have  it.  If 
there  were  a  bottle  of  chutney  at  every  table,  the 
delights  of  chutney  would  be  gone.  Steward,"  said 
Morris,  as  that  functionary  appeared,  *'  the  chutney, 
please." 

The  steward  cast  a  rapid  glance  at  the  other  table, 
and  waited  until  steward  number  two  had  disappeared. 
Then  Morris  had  his  chutney.  Steward  number  two, 
seeing  his  precious  bottle  gone,  tried  a  second  time 
to  stealthily  obtain  possession  of  it,  but  Morris  said 
to  him  in  a  pleasant  voice,  "  That's  all  right,  steward, 
we  are  through  with  the  chutney.  Take  it  along, 
please.  So  that,"  continued  Mr.  Morris,  as  Miss 
Earle  rose  from  the  table,  **  that  is  your  first  expe- 
rience of  a  chutney  fight — one  of  the  dehghts  of 
ocean  travel." 
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FOURTH  DAY. 

Mr.  George  Morris  began  to  find  his  "  early  coffees," 
as  he  called  them,  very  delightful.  It  was  charming 
to  meet  a  pretty  and  entertaining  young  lady  every 
morning  early  when  they  had  the  deck  practically  to 
themselves. 
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The  fourth  day  was  bright  and  clear,  and  the  sea 
was  reasonably  calm.  For  the  first  time  he  was  up 
earlier  than  Miss  Earle,  and  he  paced  the  deck  with 
great  impatience,  waiting  for  her  appearance.  He 
wondered  who  and  what  she  was.  He  had  a  dim, 
hazy  idea  that  some  time  before  in  his  life  he  had 
met  her,  and  probably  had  been  acquainted  with  her. 
What  an  embarrassing  thing  it  would  be,  he  thought, 
if  he  had  really  known  her  years  before,  and  had  for- 
gotten her,  while  she  knew  who  he  was,  and  had 
remembered  him.  He  thought  of  how  accurately  she 
had  guessed  his  position  in  life — if  it  was  a  guess. 
He  remembered  that  often,  when  he  looked  at  her, 
he  felt  certain  he  had  known  her  and  spoken  to  her 
before.  He  placed  the  two  steamer  chairs  in  position, 
so  that  Miss  Earle' s  chair  would  be  ready  for  her 
when  she  did  appear,  and  then,  as  he  walked  up  and 
down  the  deck  waiting  for  her,  he  began  to  wonder 
at  himself.  If  any  one  had  told  him  when  he  left 
New  York  that,  within  three  or  four  days  he  could 
feel  such  an  interest  in  a  person  ^ho  previous  to  that 
time  had  been  an  utter  strar  j  him,  he  would 

have  laughed  scornfully  an '  .rly  at  the  idea.  As 
it  was,  when  he  thought  oi  u,il  the  peculiar  circum- 
stances of  the  case,  he  laughed  aloud,  but  neither 
scornfully  nor  bitterly. 

"  You  must  be  having  very  pleasant  thoughts,  Mr. 
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Morris,"  said  Miss  Earle,  as  she  appeared  with  a 
bright  shawl  thrown  over  her  shoulders,  instead  of 
the  long  cloak  that  had  encased  her  before,  and 
with  a  Tarn  o'  Shanter  set  jauntily  on  her  black, 
curly  hair. 

**  You  are  right,"  said  Morris,  taking  off  his  cap, 
"  I  was  thinking  of  you." 

*'0h,  indeed,"  replied  the  young  lady,  "that's 
why  you  laughed,  was  it  ?  I  may  say  that  I  do  not 
relish  being  laughed  at  in  my  absence,  or  in  my 
presence  either,  for  that  matter." 

**  Oh,  I  assure  you  I  wasn't  laughing  at  you.  I 
laughed  with  pleasure  to  see  you  come  on  deck. 
I  have  been  waiting  for  you." 

"  Now,  Mr.  Morris,  that  from  a  man  who  boasts 
of  his  truthfulness  is  a  little  too  much.  You  did  not 
see  me  at  all  until  I  spoke  ;  and  if,  as  you  say,  you 
were  thinking  of  me,  you  will  have  to  explain  that 
laugh." 

"  I  will  explain  it  before  the  voyage  is  over,  Miss 
Earle.     I  can't  explain  it  just  now." 

"  Ah,  then  you  admit  you  were  untruthful  when 
you  said  you  laughed  because  you  saw  me  ?  " 

**  I  may  as  ..ell  admit  it.  You  seem  to  know  things 
intuitively.  I  am  not  nearly  as  truthful  a  person  as 
I  thought  I  was  until  I  met  you.  You  seem  the  very 
embodiment  of  truth.    If  I  had  not  met  you,  I  imagine 
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I  should  have  gone  through  Ufe  thinking  myself  one 
of  the  most  truthful  men  in  New  York." 

'*  Perhaps  that  would  not  be  saying  very  much  for 
yourself,"  replied  the  young  lady,  as  she  took  her 
place  in  the  steamer  chair. 

**  I  am  sorry  you  have  such  a  poor  opinion  of  us 
New  Yorkers,"  said  the  young  man.  *'  Why  are  you 
so  late  this  morning  ?  " 

"I  am  not  late;  it  is  you  who  are  early.  This  is 
my  usual  time.  I  have  been  a  very  punctual  person 
all  my  life." 

'*  There  you  go  again,  speaking  as  if  you  were 
ever  so  old." 

"lam." 

"Well,  I  don't  believe  it.  I  wish,  however,  that 
you  had  confidence  enough  in  me  to  tell  me  some- 
thing about  yourself.  Do  you  know,  I  was  thinking 
this  morning  that  I  had  met  you  before  somewhere  ? 
I  feel  almost  certain  I  have." 

**  Well,  that  is  quite  possible,  you  know.  You  are 
a  New  Yorker,  and  I  have  lived  in  New  York  for  a 
great  number  of  years,  much  as  you  seem  to  dislike 
that  phrase." 

"  New  York !  Oh,  that  is  like  saying  you  have 
lived  in  America  and  I  have  lived  in  America.  We 
might  live  for  hundreds  of  years  in  New  York  and 
never  meet  one  another  !  " 
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"  That  is  very  true,  except  that  the  time  is  a  little 
long." 

*'  Then  won't  you  tell  me  something  about  your- 
self?" 

"No,  I  will  not," 

"  Why  ?  " 

«  Why  ?  Well,  if  you  will  tell  me  why  you  have 
the  right  to  ask  such  a  question,  I  shall  answer 
why." 

*'  Oh,  if  you  talk  of  rights,  I  suppose  I  haven't 
the  right.  But  I  im  willing  to  tell  you  anything 
about  myself.     Now,  a  fair  exchange,  you  know " 

*'But  I  don't  wish  to  know  anything  about 
you." 

*'  Oh,  thank  you." 

George  Morris's  face  clouded,  and  he  sat  silent 
for  a  few  moments. 

"I  presume,"  he  said  again,  "that  you  think  me 
very  impertinent  ?  " 

"  Well,  frankly,  I  do." 

Morris  gazed  out  at  the  sea,  and  Miss  Earle 
opened  the  book  which  she  had  brought  with  her, 
and  began  to  read.  After  a  while  her  companion 
said — 

"  I  think  that  you  are  a  little  too  harsh  with  me, 
Miss  Earle." 

The  young  lady  placed  her    finger  between    the 
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leaves  of  the  book  and  closed  it,  looking  up  at  him 
with  a  frank,  calm  expression  in  her  dark  eyes,  but 
said  nothing. 

"You  see,  it's  like  this.  I  said  to  you  a  little 
while  since  that  I  seem  to  have  known  you  before. 
Now,  I'll  tell  you  what  I  was  thinking  of  when  you 
met  me  this  morning.  I  was  thinking  what  a  curious 
thing  it  would  be  if  I  had  been  acquainted  with  you 
some  time  during  my  past  life,  and  had  forgotten 
you,  while  you  had  remembered  me." 

*'  That  was  very  flattering  to  me,"  said  the  young 
lady ;  **  I  don't  wonder  you  laughed." 

**  That  is  why  I  did  not  wish  to  tell  you  what  I 
had  been  thinking  of — just  for  fear  that  you  would 
put  a  wrong  construction  on  it — as  you  have  done. 
But  now  you  can't  say  anything  much  harsher  to 
me  than  you  have  said,  and  so  I  tell  you  frankly 
just  what  I  thought,  and  why  I  asked  you  those 
questions  which  you  seem  to  think  are  so  impertinent. 
Besides  this,  you  know,  a  sea  acquaintance  is  dif- 
ferent from  any  other  acquaintance.  As  I  said,  the 
first  time  I  spoke  to  you — or  the  second — there  is 
no  one  here  to  introduce  us.  On  land,  when  a  person 
is  introduced  to  another  person,  he  does  not  say, 
*Miss  Earle,  this  is  Mr.  Morris,  who  is  a  younger 
partner  in  the  dry  goods  house  of  So-and-so.'  He 
merely  says,  *  Miss  Earle,  Mr.  Morris,'  and  there  it 
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is.  If  you  want  to  find  anything  out  about  him  you 
can  ask  your  introducer  oi  ask  your  friends,  and 
you  can  find  out.  Now,  on  shipboard  it  is  entirely 
different.  Suppose,  for  instance,  that  I  did  not  tell 
you  who  I  am,  and — if  you  will  pardon  me  for  sug- 
gesting such  an  absurd  supposition — imagine  that 
you  wanted  to  find  out,  how  could  you  do  it  ?  " 

Miss  Earle  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  and  then 
she  answered — 

"  I  would  ask  that  blonde  young  lady." 
This  reply  was  so  utterly  unexpe^led  by  Morris 
that  he  looked  at  her  with  wide  eyes,  the  picture  of 
a  man  dumbfounded.     At  that  moment  the  smoking- 
room  steward  came  up  to  them  and  said — 
**  Will  you  have  your  coffee  now,  sir  ?  " 
*'  Coffee  !  "  cried  Morris,  as  if  he  had  never  heard 
the  word  before.     "  Coffee  !  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Miss  Earle,  sweetly,  "  we  will 
have  the  coffee  now,  if  you  please.  You  will  have 
a  cup  with  me,  will  you  not,  Mr.  Morris  ?  " 
*'  Yes,  I  will,  if  it  is  not  too  much  trouble." 
"Oh,  it  is  no  trouble  to  me,"  said  the  young 
lady ;  "  some  trouble  to  the  steward,  but  I  believe 
even  for  him  that  it  is  not  a  trouble  that  cannot  be 
recompensed." 

Morris  sipped  his  coffee  in   silence.    Every  now 
and  then  Miss  Earle  stole  a  quiet  look  at  him,  and 
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apparently  was  waiting  for  him  to  again  resume 
the  conversation.  This  he  did  not  seem  in  a  hurry 
to  do.     At  last  she  said — 

"  Mr.  Morris,  suppose  we  were  on  shipboard  and 
that  we  had  become  acquainted  without  the  friendly 
intervention  of  an  introducer,  and  suppose,  if  such 
a  supposition  is  at  all  within  the  bounds  of  probability, 
that  you  wanted  to  find  out  something  about  me, 
how  would  you  go  about  it  ?  " 

"  How  would  I  go  about  it  ?  " 

"  Yes.     How  ?  " 

**  I  would  go  about  it  in  what  would  be  the  worst 
possible  way.  I  would  frankly  ask  you,  and  you 
would  as  frankly  snub  me." 

"  Suppose,  then,  while  declining  to  tell  you  any- 
thing about  myself  I  were  to  refer  you  to  somebody 
wlio  would  give  you  the  information  you  desire,  would 
you  take  the  opportunity  of  learning  ?  " 

"  I  would  prefer  to  hear  from  yourself  anything  I 
desired  to  learn." 

**  Now,  that  is  very  nicely  said,  Mr.  Morris,  and 
you  make  me  feel  almost  sorry  for  having  spoken  to 
you  as  I  did.  Still,  if  you  really  want  to  find  out 
something  about  me,  I  shall  tell  you  some  one 
whom  you  can  ask,  and  who  will  doubtless  answer 


vou. 


* '  Who  is  that  ?    The  captain  ?  " 
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'*  No.  It  is  the  same  person  to  whom  I  should  go 
if  I  wished  to  have  information  of  you — the  blonde 
young  lady." 

**  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  know  her  ?  "  asked  the 
astonished  young  man. 

**  I  said  nothing  of  the  sort." 

"  Well,  do  you  know  her  ?  " 

"  No,  I  do  not." 

"  Do  you  know  her  name." 

"  No,  I  do  not  even  know  her  name." 

**  Have  you  ever  met  her  before  you  camr  m  board 
this  ship  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have." 

*'  Well,  if  that  isn't  the  most  astonishing  thing  I 
ever  heard  !  " 

**  I  don't  see  why  it  is.  You  say  you  thought  you 
had  met  me  before.  As  you  are  a  man  no  doubt  you 
have  forgotten  it.  I  say  I  think  I  have  met  that 
young  lady  before.  As  she  is  a  woman  I  don't  think 
she  will  have  forgotten.  If  you  have  any  interest  in 
the  matter  at  all  you  might  inquire." 

"  I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  sort." 

**  Well,  of  course,  I  said  I  thought  you  hadn't  very 
much  interest.     I  only  supposed  the  case." 

**  It  is  not  that  I  have  not  the  interest,  but  it  is 
that  I   prefer  to   go  to  the  person  who  can  bes 
answer  my  question  if  she  chooses   to  do   so. 
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she  doesn't  choose  to  answer  me,  then  I  don't  choose 
to  learn." 

**  Now,  I  like  that  ever  so  much,"  said  the  young 
lady;  "if  you  will  get  me  another  cup  of  coffee  I 
shall  be  exceedingly  obliged  to  you.  My  excuse  is 
that  these  cups  are  very  small,  and  the  coffee  is  very 
good." 

*'  I  am  sure  you  don't  need  any  excuse,"  replied 
Morris,  springing  to  his  feet,  "  and  I  am  only  too 
happy  to  be  your  steward  without  the  hope  of  the  fee 
at  the  end  of  the  voyage." 

When  he  returned  she  said,  **  I  think  we  had  better 
stop  the  personal  conversation  into  which  we  have 
drifted.  It  isn't  at  all  pleasant  to  me,  and  I  don't 
think  it  is  very  agreeable  to  you.  Now,  I  intended 
this  morning  to  give  you  a  lesson  on  American 
literature.  I  feel  that  you  need  enlightening  on  the 
subject,  and  that  you  have  neglected  your  opportu- 
nities, as  most  New  York  men  do,  and  so  I  thought 
you  would  be  glad  of  a  lesson  or  two." 

**  I  shall  be  very  glad  of  it  indeed.  I  don't  know 
what  our  opportunities  are,  but  if  most  New  York  men 
are  like  me  I  imagine  a  great  many  of  them  are  in 
the  same  fix.  We  have  very  little  time  for  the  study 
of  the  literature  of  any  country." 

**  And  perhaps  very  little  inclination." 

*'Well,  you    know,   Miss   Earle,   there   is    some 
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excuse  for  a   busy  man.      Don't  you   think  there 
is?" 

*'  I  don't  think  there  is  very  much.  Who  in 
Angelica  is  a  busier  man  than  Mr.  Gladstone  ?  Yet 
he  reads  nearly  everything,  and  is  familiar  with 
almost  any  subject  you  can  mention." 

*'  Oh,  Gladstone  !  Well,  he  is  a  man  of  a  million. 
But  you  take  the  average  New  York  man.  He  is 
worried  in  business,  and  kept  on  the  keen  jump  all 
the  year  round.  Then  he  has  a  vacation,  say  for  a 
couple  of  weeks  or  a  month,  in  summer,  and  he  goes 
off  into  the  woods  with  his  fishing  kit,  or  canoeing 
outfit,  or  his  amateur  photographic  set,  or  whatever 
the  tools  of  his  particular  fad  may  be.  He  goes  to  a 
book-store  and  buys  up  a  lot  of  paper-covered  novels. 
There  is  no  use  of  buying  an  expensive  book,  because 
he  would  spoil  it  before  he  gets  back,  and  he  would  be 
sure  to  leave  it  in  some  shanty.  So  he  takes  those 
paper-covered  abominations,  and  you  will  find  torn 
copies  of  them  scattered  all  through  the  Adirondacks, 
and  down  the  St.  Lawrence,  and  everywhere  else  that 
tourists  congregate.  I  always  tell  the  book-store  man 
to  give  me  the  worst  lot  of  trash  he  has  got,  and  he 
does.     Now,  what  is  that  book  you  ha\e  with  you  ?  " 

"  This  is  one  of  Mr.  Howells'  novels.  ?You  will 
admit,  at  least,  that  you  have  heard  of  Howells,  I 
suppose  ?  " 
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"Heard  of  him?  Oh  yes ;  I  have  read  some  of 
Ho  wells'  books.  I  am  not  as  ignorant  as  you  seem  to 
think." 

"  What  have  you  read  of  Mr.  Howells'  ?  " 

**  Well,  I  read  '  The  American,'  I  don't  remember 
the  others." 

"  *  The  American  ! '     That  is  by  Henry  James." 

**Is  it?  Well,  I  knew  that  it  was  by  either 
Howells  or  James,  I  forgot  which.  They  didn't  write 
a  book  together,  did  they  ?  " 

**Well,  not  that  I  know  of.  Why,  the  depth  of 
your  ignorance  about  American  literature  is  some- 
thing appalling.  You  talk  of  it  so  jauntily  that  you 
evidently  have  no  idea  of  it  yourself." 

"  I  wish  you  would  take  me  in  hand.  Miss  Earle. 
Isn't  there  any  sort  of  condensed  version  that  a 
person  could  get  hold  of?  Couldn't  you  give  me  a 
synopsis  of  what  is  written,  so  that  I  might  post 
myself  up  in  literature  without  going  to  the  trouble 
of  reading  the  books  ?  " 

*'  The  trouble  !  Oh,  if  that  is  the  way  you  speak, 
then  your  case  is  hopeless  !  I  suspected  it  for  some 
time,  but  now  I  am  certain.  The  trouble !  The 
delight  of  reading  a  new  novel  by  Howells  is  some- 
thing it  you  evidently  have  not  the  remotest  idea 
of.  Why,  I  don't  know  what  I  would  give  to  have 
with  mo  a  novel  of  Howells'  that  I  had  not  read." 
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**  Goodness  gracious  !  You  don't  mean  to  say  that 
you  have  read  everything  he  has  written  ?  " 

'*  Certainly  I  have,  and  I  am  reading  one  now  that 
is  coming  out  in  the  magazine ;  and  I  don't  know 
what  I  shall  do  if  I  am  not  able  to  get  the  magazine 
when  I  go  to  Europe." 

**  Oh,  you  can  get  them  over  there  right  enough, 
and  cheaper  than  you  can  in  America.  They  publish 
them  over  there." 

"  Do  they  ?    Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it." 

"You  see,  there  is  something  about  American 
literature  that  you  are  not  acquainted  with,  the 
publication  of  our  magazines  in  England,  for 
instance.  Ah,  there  is  the  breakfast  gong.  Well,  we 
will  have  to  postpone  our  lesson  in  literature  until 
afterwards.    Will  you  be  up  here  after  breakfast  ?  " 

"Y  3,  I  think  so." 

"  Well,  we  will  leave  our  chairs  and  rugs  just  where 
they  are.  I  will  take  your  book  down  for  you. 
Books  have  the  habit  of  disappearing  if  they  are  left 
around  on  shipboard." 

After  breakfast  Mr.  Morris  went  to  the  smoking- 
room  to  enjoy  his  cigar,  and  there  was  challenged  to 
a  game  of  cards.  He  played  one  game ;  but  his 
mind  was  evidently  not  on  his  amusement,  so  he 
excused  himself  from  any  further  dissipation  in  that 
line,  and  walked  out  on  deck.     The  promise  of  the 
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morning  had  been  more  than  fulfilled  in  the  day,  and 
the  warm  sunlight  and  mild  air  had  brought  on  deck 
many  who  had  not  been  visible  up  to  that  time. 
There  was  a  long  row  of  muffled-up  figures  on 
steamer  chairs,  and  the  deck  steward  was  kept  busy 
hurrying  hero  and  there  attending  to  the  wants  of 
the  passengers.  Nearly  every  one  had  a  book,  but 
many  of  the  hooka  were  turned  face  downwards  on 
the  steamer  rugs,  while  the  owners  either  talked  to 
those  next  them,  or  gazed  idly  out  at  the  blue  ocean. 
In  the  long  and  narrow  open  space  between  the  chairs 
and  the  bulwarks  of  the  ship,  the  energetic  pedes- 
trians were  walking  up  and  down. 

At  this  stage  of  the  voyage  most  of  the  passengers 
had  found  congenial  companions,  and  nearly  « very- 
body  was  acquainted  with  everybody  else.  Morris 
walked  along  in  front  of  the  reclining  passengers, 
scanning  each  one  eagerly  to  find  the  person  he 
wanted,  but  she  was  not  there.  Remembering  then 
that  the  chairs  had  been  on  the  other  side  of  the 
ship,  he  continued  his  walk  around  the  wheel-house, 
and  there  he  saw  Miss  Earle,  and  sitting  beside  her 
was  the  blonde  young  lady  talking  vivaciously,  while 
Miss  Earle  listened. 

Morris  hesitated  for  a  moment,  but  before  he  could 
turn  back  the  young  lady  sprang  to  her  feet,  and 
said — 
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"  Oh,  Mr.  Morris,  am  I  sitting  in  your  chair  ?  " 

"  What  makes  you  think  it  is  my  chair  ?  "  asked 
that  gentleman,  not  in  the  most  genial  tone  of  voice. 

"I  thought  so,"  replied  the  young  lady,  with  a 
laugh,  **  because  it  was  near  Miss  Earle." 

Miss  Earle  did  no-  look  at  all  pleased  at  this 
remark.  She  coloured  slightly,  and,  taking  the  open 
book  from  her  lap,  began  to  read. 

"You  are  quite  welcome  to  the  chair,"  replied 
Morris,  and  the  moment  the  words  were  spoken  he 
felt  that  somehow  it  was  one  oi  ^bose  things  he  would 
rather  have  left  unsaid,  as  far  as  Miss  Earle  was  con- 
cerned. "I  beg  that  you  will  not  disturb  yourself," 
he  continued ;  and,  raising  his  hat  to  the  lady,  he 
continued  his  wa%. 

A  chance  acquain  ance  joined  him,  changing  his 
step  to  suit  that  of  Morris,  and  talked  with  him  on 
the  prospects  of  the  next  year  being  a  good  business 
season  in  the  United  States.  Morris  answered  rather 
absent-mindedly,  and  it  was  nearly  lunch-time  before 
he  had  an  opportunity  of  going  back  to  see  whether 
or  not  Miss  Earle' s  companion  had  left.  When  he 
reached  the  spot  where  they  had  been  sitting  he 
found  things  the  very  reverse  of  what  he  had  hoped. 
Miss  Earle's  chair  was  vacant,  but  her  compa  !on 
sat  there,  idly  turning  over  the  leaves  of  the  book 
that  Miss  Earle  had  been  reading. 
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"Won't  you  sit  down,  Mr.  Morris?"  said  the 
young  woman,  looking  up  at  him  with  a  winning  smile. 
"  Miss  Earle  has  gone  to  dress  for  lunch.  I  should 
do  the  same  thing,  but,  alas  !  I  am  too  indolent." 

Morris  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  sat  down 
beside  her. 

"Why  do  you  act  so  perfectly  horrid  to  me?" 
asked  the  young  lady,  closing  the  book  sharplj''. 

"  I  was  not  aware  that  I  acted  horridly  to  any- 
body," answered  Morris. 

"  You  know  well  enough  that  you  have  been  trying 
your  very  best  to  avoid  me." 

**  I  think  you  are  mistaken.  I  seldom  try  to  avoid 
any  one,  and  I  see  no  reason  why  I  should  try  to 
avoid  you.     Do  you  know  of  any  reason  ?  " 

The  young  lady  blushed  and  looked  down  at  her 
book,  whose  leaves  she  again  began  to  turn. 

"  I  thought,"  she  said  at  last,  "  that  you  might 
have  some  feeling  against  me,  and  I  have  no  doubt 
you  judge  me  very  harshly.  You  never  did  make 
any  allowances." 

Morris  gave  a  little  laugh  that  was  half  a  sneer. 

"  Allowances  ?  "  he  said. 

"  Yes,  allowances.  You  know  you  always  were 
harsh  with  me,  George,  always."  And  as  she  looked 
up  at  him  her  blue  eyes  were  j&lled  with  tears,  and 
there  was  a  quiver  at  the  corner  of  her  mouth. 
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*'What  a  Bplendid  actress  you  would  make, 
Blanche,"  said  the  young  man,  calling  her  by  her 
name  for  the  first  time. 

She  gave  him  a  quick  look  as  he  did  so. 
"  Actress  !  "  she  cried.  **  No  one  was  ever  less  an 
actress  than  I  am,  and  you  know  that." 

"  Oh,  well,  what's  the  use  of  us  talking  ?  It's  all 
right.  We  made  a  little  mistake,  that's  all,  and 
people  often  make  mistakes  in  this  life,  don't  they, 
Blanche?" 

"  Yes,"  sobbed  that  young  lady,  putting  her  dainty 
silk  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

**  Now,  for  goodness'  sake,"  said  the  young  man, 
"  don't  do  that.  People  will  think  I  am  scolding  you, 
and  certainly  there  is  no  one  in  this  world  who  has 
less  right  to  scold  you  than  I  have." 

*'  I  thought,"  murmured  the  young  lady,  from 
behind  her  handkerchief,  "  that  we  might  at  least  be 
friends.  I  didn't  think  you  could  ever  act  so  harshly 
towards  me  as  you  have  done  for  the  past  few 
days." 

"Act?"  cried  the  young  man.  ** Bless  me,  I 
haven't  acted  one  way  or  the  other.  I  simply  haven't 
had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  till  the  other  evening, 
or  morning,  which  ever  it  was.  I  have  said  nothing, 
and  done  nothing.  I  don't  see  how  I  could  be 
accused  of  acting,  or  of  anything  else." 
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**  I  think,"  sobbed  tae  young  lady,  "  that  you 
might  at  least  have  spoken  kindly  to  me." 

"Good  gracious!"  cried  Morris,  starting  up, 
"  here  comes  Miss  Earle.  For  heaven's  sake  put 
up  that  handkerchief." 

But  Blanche  merely  sank  her  face  lower  in  it, 
while  silent  sobs  shook  her  somewhat  slender  form. 

Miss  Earle  stood  for  a  moment  amazed  as  she 
looked  at  Morris's  flushed  face,  and  at  the  bowed 
head  of  the  young  lady  beside  him;  then,  without 
a  word,  she  turned  and  walked  away. 

"I  wish  to  goodness,"  said  Morris,  harshly, 
**  that  if  you  are  going  to  have  a  fit  of  crying  you 
would  not  have  it  on  deck,  and  where  people  can 
see  you." 

The  young  woman  at  once  straightened  up  and 
flashed  a  look  at  him  in  which  there  were  no  traces 
of  her  former  emotion. 

"  People  !  "  she  said,  scornfully.  '*  Much  you  care 
about  people.  It  is  because  Miss  Katherine  Earle 
saw  me  that  you  are  annoyed.  You  are  afraid  that 
it  will  interfere  with  your  flirtation  with  her." 

"  Flirtation  ?  " 

"Yes,  flirtation.  Surely  it  can't  be  anything  more 
serious  ?  " 

**  Why  should  it  not  be  something  more  serious  ?  " 
asked  Morris,  very  coldly. 
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The  blue  eyes  opened  wide  in  apparent  astonish- 
ment. 

"  Would  you  marry  her  ? "  she  said,  with  telling 
emphasis  upon  the  word. 

**  Why  not  ?  "  he  answered.  "Any  man  might  be 
proud  to  marry  a  lady  like  Miss  Earle." 

**A  lady!  Much  of  a  lady  she  is!  Why,  she  is 
one  of  your  own  shop-girls.     You  know  '}^:' 

"  Shop-girls  ?  "  cried  Morris,  in  astonishment. 

**  Yes,  shop-girls.  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  she 
has  concealed  that  fact  from  you,  or  that  you  didn't 
know  it  by  seeing  her  in  the  store  ?  " 

"A  shop-girl  in  my  store?"  he  murmured,  be- 
wildered.    *'  I  knew  I  had  seen  her  somewhere." 

Blanche  laughed  a  little  irritating  laugh. 

"What  a  splendid  item  it  would  make  for  the 
society  papers,"  she  said.  "  The  junior  partner 
marries  one  of  his  own  shop-girls,  or,  worse  still,  the 
junior  partner  and  one  of  his  shop-girls  leave  New  York 
on  the  City  of  Buffalo,  and  are  married  in  England. 
I  hope  that  the  reporters  will  not  get  the  particulars 
of  the  affair."  Then,  rising,  she  left  the  amazed 
young  man  to  his  thoughts. 

George  Morris  saw  nothing  more  of  Miss  Katherine 
Earle  that  day. 

"  I  wonder  what  that  vixen  has  said  to  her,"  ho 
thought,  as  he  turned  in  for  the  night. 
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FIFTH  DAY. 

In  the  early  morning  of  the  fifth  day  out,  George 
Morris  paced  the  deck  alone. 

"  Shop-girl  or  not,"  he  had  said  to  himself,  **  Miss 
Katherine  Earle  is  much  more  of  a  lady  than  the 
other  ever  was."  But  as  he  paced  the  deck,  and  as 
Miss  Earle  did  not  appear,  he  began  to  wonder  more 
and  more  what  had  been  said  to  her  in  the  long  talk 
of  yesterday  forenoon.  Meanwhile  Miss  Earle  sat 
in  her  own  state-room  thinking  over  the  same  subject. 
Blanche  had  sweetly  asked  her  for  permission  to  sit 
down  beside  her. 

"  I  know  no  ladies  on  board,"  she  said,  "  and  I 
think  I  have  met  you  before." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Miss  Earle,  "  I  think  we  have 
met  before." 

"How  good  of  you  to  have  remembered  me,"  said 
Blanche,  kindly. 

"  I  think,"  replied  Miss  Earle,  **  that  it  is  more 
remarkable  that  you  should  remember  me  than  that 
I  should  remember  you.  Ladies  very  rarely  notice 
the  shop-girls  who  wait  upon  them." 

**  You  seemed  so  superior  to  your  station,"  said 
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Blanche,  *'  that  I  could  not  help  remembering  you, 
and  could  not  help  thinking  what  a  pity  it  was  you 
had  to  be  there." 

**  I  do  not  think  that  there  is  anything  either 
superior  or  inferior  about  the  station.  It  is  quite 
as  honourable,  or  dishonourable,  which  ever  it  may 
be,  as  any  other  branch  of  business.  I  cannot 
see,  for  instance,  why  my  station,  selling  ribbons  at 
retail,  should  be  any  more  dishonourable  than  the 
station  of  the  head  of  the  firm,  who  merely  does  on 
e  very  large  scale  what  I  was  trying  to  do  for  him  on 
a  very  limited  scale." 

*' Still,"  said  Blanche,  with  a  yawn,  "people  do 
not  all  look  upon  it  in  exactly  that  light." 

''Hardly  any  two  persons  look  on  any  one  thing 
in  the  same  light.  I  hope  you  have  enjoyed  your 
voyage  so  far  ?  " 

**  I  have  not  enjoyed  it  very  much,"  replied  the 
young  lady  with  a  sigh. 

**  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that.  I  presume  your  father 
has  been  ill  most  of  the  way  ?  " 

**  My  father  ?  "  cried  the  other,  looking  at  her 
questioner. 

"  Yes,  I  did  not  see  him  at  the  table  since  the  first 
day." 

"  Oh,  he  has  had  to  keep  his  room  almost  since 
we  left.     He  is  a  very  poor  sailor." 
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*'  Then    that 
unpleasant?" 

The  blonde  young  lady  made  no  reply,  but,  taking 
up  the  book  which  Miss  Earle  was  reading,  said, 
"  You  don't  find  Mr.  Morris  much  of  a  reader, 
I  presume  ?     He  used  not  to  be." 

**  I  know  very  little  about  Mr.  Morris,"  said  Miss 
Earle,  freezingly. 

**  Why,  you  knew  him  before  you  came  on  board, 
did  you  not?"  questioned  the  other,  raising  her 
eyebrows. 

*'  No,  I  did  not." 

"You  certainly  know  he  is  junior  partner  in  the 
establishment  where  you  work  ?  " 

**I  know  that,  yes,  but  I  had  never  spoken  to 
him  before  I  met  him  on  board  this  steamer." 

"  Is  that  possible  ?  Might  I  ask  you  if  there 
is  any  probability  of  your  becoming  interested  in 
Mr.  Morris  ?  " 

"  Interested  !    What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

**  Oh,  you  know  well  enough  what  I  mean.  We 
girls  do  not  need  to  be  humbugs  with  each  other, 
whatever  we  may  be  before  the  men.  When  a 
young  woman  meets  a  young  man  in  the  early 
morning,  and  has  coffee  with  him,  and  when  she 
reads  to  nim,  and  tries  to  cultivate  his  literary 
tastes,  whatever  they  may  be,  she  certainly  shows 
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80?" 

Miss  Earle  looked  for  a  moment  indignantly  at 
her  questioner.  *'I  do  not  recognise  your  right," 
she  said,  *'  to  ask  me  such  a  question." 

**  No  ?  Then  let  me  tell  you  that  I  have  every 
right  to  ask  it.  I  assure  you  that  I  have  thought 
over  the  matter  deeply  before  I  spoke.  It  seemed  to 
me  there  was  one  chance  in  a  thousand — onlv  one 

ft* 

chance  in  a  thousand,  remember — that  you  were 
acting  honestly,  and  on  that  one  chance  I  took  the 
liberty  of  speaking  to  you.  The  right  I  have  to  ask 
such  a  question  is  this — Mr.  George  Morris  has  been 
engaged  to  me  for  several  years." 

**  Engaged  to  you  1  " 

*'  Yes.     If  you  don't  believe  it,  ask  him  ?  " 

*'  It  is  the  very  last  question  in  the  world  I  would 
ask  anybody." 

*'Well,  then,  you  will  have  to  take  my  word  for 
it.  I  hope  you  are  not  very  shocked,  IMiss  Earle, 
to  hear  what  I  have  had  to  tell  you." 

"Shocked?  Oh  dear,  no.  Why  should  I  be  ? 
It  is  really  a  matter  of  no  'nterest  to  me,  I  assure 
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Well,  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  I  did 
not  know  but  you  might  have  become  more  interested 
in  Mr.  Morris  than  you  would  care  to  own.     I  think 

F 


;       :t 


60^ 


IN  A   STEAMER    CHAIR. 


ill 


f 


myself  that  he  is  quite  a  fascinating  young  gentle- 
man; but  I  thought  it  only  just  to  you  that  you 
should  know  exactly  how  matters  stood." 

*'  I  am  sure  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you." 

This  much  of  the  conversation  Miss  Earle  had 
thought  over  in  her  own  room  that  morning.  ''Did 
it  make  a  difference  to  her  or  not?"  that  was  the 
question  she  was  asking  herself.  The  information 
had  certainly  affected  her  opinion  of  Mr.  Morris, 
and  she  smiled  to  herself  rather  bitterly  as  she 
thought  of  his  claiming  to  be  so  exceedingly  truthful. 
Miss  Earle  did  not,  however,  go  up  on  deck  until  the 
breakfast  gong  had  rung. 

*'  Good  morning,"  said  Morris,  as  he  took  his 
place  at  the  little  table.  "  I  was  like  the  boy  on 
the  burning  deck  this  morning,  when  all  but  he 
had  fled.  I  was  very  much  disappointed  that  you 
did  not  come  up,  and  have  your  usual  cup  of 
coffee." 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  that,"  said  Miss  Earle;  "if 
I  had  known  I  was  disappointing  anybody  I  should 
have  been  here." 

"Miss  Katherine,"  he  said,  "you  are  a  humbug. 
You  knew  very  w^ell  that  I  would  be  disappointed  if 
you  did  not  come." 

The  young  lady  looked  up  at  him,  and  for  a 
moment  she  thought  of  telling  him  that  her  name 
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was  Miss  E carle,  but  for  some  reason  she  did  not 
do  so. 

"I  want  you  to  promise  now,"  lie  continued, 
"  that  to-morrow  morning  you  will  be  on  deck  as 
usual." 

"  Has  it  become  a  usual  thing,  then  ?  " 

"Well,  that's  what  I  am  trying  to  make  it,"  he 
answered.     "  Will  you  promise  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  promise." 

"  Very  well,  then,  I  look  on  that  as  settled.  Now, 
about  to-day.  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  your- 
self after  breakfast  ?  " 

"Oh,  the  usual  thing,  I  suppose.  I  shall  sit  in 
my  steamer  chair  and  read  an  interesting  book." 

"  And  what  is  the  interesting  book  for  to-day  ?  " 

"It  is  a  Httle  volume  by  Henry  James,  entitled 
*  The  Siege  of  London.'  " 

"  Why,  I  never  knew  that  London  had  been 
besieged.    When  did  that  happen  ?  " 

"Well,  I  haven't  got  very  far  in  the  book  yet, 
but  it  seems  to  have  happened  quite  recentl}^ 
within  a  year  or  two,  I  think.  It  is  one  of  the 
latest  of  Mr.  James's  short  stories.  I  have  not  read 
it  yet." 

"  Ah,  then  the  siege  is  not  historical  ?  " 

"  Not  historical  further  than  Mr.  James  is  the 
histor'  n." 
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Now,  Miss  Earle,  are  you  good  at  reading  out 
loud?" 

**  No,  I  am  not." 

*'  Wli}',  how  decisively  you  say  that.  I  couldn't 
answer  like  that,  because  I  don't  know  whetlier  I  am 
or  not.  I  have  never  tried  any  of  it.  But  if  you 
will  allow  me,  I  will  read  that  book  out  to  you.  I 
should  like  to  have  the  good  points  indicated  to  me, 
and  also  the  defects." 

*' There  are  not  likely  to  be  many  defects,"  said 
the  young  lady.  *'Mr.  James  is  a  very  correct 
writer.  But  I  do  not  care  either  to  read  aloud  or 
have  a  book  read  to  me.  Besides,  we  disturb  the 
conversation  or  the  reading  of  any  one  else  who 
happens  to  sit  near  us.  I  jn-efer  to  enjoy  a  book  by 
reading  it  myself." 

*'  Ah,  I  see  you  are  resolved  cruelly  to  shut  me  out 
of  all  participation  in  your  enjoyment." 

**  Oh,  not  at  all.  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  discuss 
the  book  with  you  afterwards.  You  should  read  it 
for  yourself.  Then,  when  you  have  done  so,  we 
might  have  a  talk  on  its  merits  or  demerits,  if  you 
think,  after  you  have  read  it,  that  it  has  any." 

**  Any  what  ?  merits  or  demerits  ?  " 

**Well,  any  either." 

*'No;  I  will  tell  you  a  better  plan  than  that.  I 
am  not  going  to  waste  my  time  reading  it." 
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"  Waste,  indeed  !  " 

"  Certainly  waste.  Not  when  I  have  a  much  better 
plan  of  finding  out  what  is  in  the  book.  I  am  going 
to  get  you  to  tell  me  the  story  after  you  have  read  it." 

"  Oh,  indeed ;  and  suppose  I  refuse  ?  " 

"Will  you?" 

"  Well,  I  don't  know.     I  only  said  suppose." 

"  Then  I  shall  spend  the  rest  of  the  voyage  trying 
to  persuade  3'ou." 

"I  am  not  very  easily  persuaded,  Mr.  Morris." 

"I  believe  that,"  said  the  young  man.  "I  pre- 
sume I  may  sit  beside  you  while  you  arc  reading 
your  book?  " 

*'  You  certainly  may,  if  you  wish  to.  The  deck  is 
not  mine,  only  that  portion  of  it,  I  suppose,  which  I 
occupy  with  the  steamer  chair.  I  have  no  authority 
over  any  of  the  rest." 

*'  Now,  is  that  a  refusal  or  an  acceptance  ?  " 

*'  It  is  which  ever  you  choose  to  think." 

"  Well,  if  it  is  a  refusal,  it  is  probably  softening 
down  the  *  No,'  but  if  it  is  an  acceptance  it  is  rather 
an  ungracious  one,  it  seems  to  me." 

"  Well,  then,  I  shall  be  frank  with  you.  I  am  very 
much  interested  in  this  book.  I  should  a  great  deal 
rather  read  it  than  talk  to  j^ou." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,  Miss  Earle.  There  can  be  no 
possible  doubt  about  your  meaning  now." 
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"Well,  I  am  glad  of  that,  Mr.  Morris.  I  am 
always  pleased  to  think  that  I  can  speak  in  such 
a  way  as  not  to  be  misunderstood." 

**  I  don't  see  any  possible  way  of  misunderstanding 
that.     I  wish  I  did." 

"And  then,  after  lunch,"  said  the  young  lady, 
"  1  think  I  shall  finish  the  book  before  that  time;— 
if  you  care  to  sit  beside  me  or  to  walk  the  deck  with 
me,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  tell  you  the  story." 

"Now,  that  is  perfectly  delightful,"  cried  the 
young  man.  "  You  throw  a  person  down  into  the 
depths,  so  that  he  will  appreciate  all  the  more  being 
brought  up  into  the  light  again." 

"  Oh,  not  at  all.  I  have  no  such  dramatic  ideas  in 
speaking  frankly  with  you.  I  merely  mean  that  this 
forenoon  I  wish  to  have  to  myself,  because  I  am 
interested  in  my  book.  At  the  end  of  the  forenoon  I 
shall  probably  be  tired  of  my  book  and  will  prefer  a 
talk  with  you.  I  don't  see  why  you  should  think  it 
odd  that  a  person  should  say  exactly  what  a  person 
means." 

"And  then  I  suppose  in  the  evening  you  will  be 
tired  of  talking  with  me,  and  will  want  to  take  up 
your  book  again." 

"Possibly." 

"  And  if  you  are,  you  won't  hesitate  a  moment 
about  saying  so?"        _ 
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''Certainly  not." 

"Well,  you  are  a  decidedly  frank  young  lady,  Miss 
Earle  ;  and,  after  all,  I  don't  know  but  what  I  like  that 
sort  of  thing  best.  I  think  if  all  the  world  were 
honest  we  would  all  have  a  better  time  of  it  here." 

"  Do  you  really  think  so  ?  " 

*'Yes,  I  do." 

**  You  believe  in  honesty,  then  ?  " 

"Why,  certainly.  Have  you  seen  anything  in  my 
conduct  or  bearing  that  would  induce  you  to  think 
that  I  did  not  believe  in  honesty  ?  " 

"  No,  I  can't  say  I  have.  Still,  honesty  is  such  a 
rare  quality  that  a  person  naturally  is  surprised 
when  one  comes  unexpectedly  upon  it." 

George  Morris  found  the  forenoon  rather  tedious 
and  lonesome.  He  sat  in  the  smoking-room,  and 
once  or  twice  he  ventured  near  where  Miss  Earle  sat 
engrossed  in  her  book,  in  the  hope  that  the  volume 
might  have  been  put  aside  for  the  time,  and  that  he 
would  have  some  excuse  for  sitting  down  and  talking 
with  her.  Once  as  he  passed  she  looked  up  with  a 
bright  smile  and  nodded  to  him. 

"Nearly  through  ? "  he  asked  dolefully. 

"  Of  •  The  Siege  of  London  '  ?  "  she  asked. 

"Yes." 

"  Oh,  I  am  through  that  long  ago,  and  have  begun 
another  story." 
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"Now,  that  is  not  according  to  contract,"  claimed 
Morris  "  The  contract  was  that  when  you  got 
tbrougli  with  *  The  Siege  of  London '  you  were  to  let 
me  talk  with  you,  and  that  you  were  t )  tell  me  the 
Btory." 

"  That  was  not  my  interpretation  of  it.  Our 
bargain,  as  I  understood  it,  was  that  I  was  to  have 
this  forenoon  to  myself,  and  that  I  was  to  use  the 
forenoon  for  reading.  I  believe  my  engagement  with 
you  began  in  the  afternoon." 

**  I  wish  it  did,"  said  the  young  man,  with  a  wistful 
look. 

**  You  wish  what '?  "  she  said,  glancing  up  at  him 
sharply. 

He  blushed  as  he  bent  over  towards  her  and 
whispered,  "That  our  engagement,  Miss  Katherine, 
began  in  the  afternoon." 

The  colour  mounted  rapidly  into  her  cheeks,  and 
for  a  moment  George  Morris  thought  he  had  gone 
too  far.  It  seemed  as  if  a  sharp  reply  was  ready  on 
her  lips ;  but,  as  on  another  occasion,  she  checked  it 
and  said  nothing.  Then  she  opened  her  book  and 
began  to  read.     He  waited  for  a  moment  and  said — 

"  Miss  Earle,  have  I  offended  you  ?  " 

"  Did  you  mean  to  give  offence  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  No,  certainly,  I  did  not." 

**  Then  why  should  you  think  you  had  offended  me  ?  ' 
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"  Well,  I  don't  lalo^\^     I "  he  stammered. 

Miss  Earle  loolted  at  him  with  such  clear,  innocent, 
and  unwavering  eyes  that  the  young  man  felt  that 
he  could  neither  apologise  nor  make  an  explanation. 

**  I'm  afraid,"  he  said  "  that  I  am  encroaching  on 
your  time." 

"  Yes,  I  think  you  are ;  that  is,  if  yon  intend  to 
live  up  to  your  contract,  and  let  me  live  up  to  mine. 
You  have  no  idea  how  much  more  interesting  this 
book  is  than  j'ou  are." 

"  Why,  you  are  not  a  bit  flattering,  Miss  Earle, 
are  you  ?  " 

•*  No,  I  don't  think  I  am.     Do  you  try  to  be  ?  " 

**  I'm  afraid  that  in  my  lifetime  I  have  tried  to  be, 

.but  I  assure  you,  ^liss  Earle,  that  I  don't  try  to  be 

flattering,  or  try  to  be  anything  but  what  I  really  am 

when  I  am  in  your  company.     To  tell  the  truth,  I 

am  too  much  afraid  of  you." 

Miss  Earle  smiled  and  went  on  with  her  reading, 
while  Morris  went  once  more  back  into  the  smcking- 
room. 

"  Now  then,"  said  George  Morris,  when  lunch  was 
over,  *'  which  is  it  to  be?  The  luxurious  languor  of 
the  steamer  chair  or  the  energetic  exercise  of  the 
deck  ?    Take  your  choice." 

"Well,"  answered  the  young  IvAy,  *'as  I  have 
been  enjoying  the  luxurious  languor  all  the  forenoon, 


!/ 

I 


i 


ikk 


»1 


I& 


Iwi- 

I 


I 


II 


7i 


JzV  yl    STEAMER   CHAIR, 


I  prefer  the  energetic  exercise,  if  it  is  agreeable  to 
you,  for  a  while,  at  least." 

"  It  is  very  agreeable  to  me.  I  am  all  energy  this 
afternoon.  In  fact,  now  that  you  have  consented  to 
allow  me  to  talk  with  you,  I  feel  as  if  I  were  imbued 
with  a  new  life." 

**Dcar  me,"  said  she,  "and  all  because  of  the 
privilege  of  talking  to  me  ?  " 

"All." 

"How  nice  that  is.  You  are  sure  that  it  is  not 
the  effect  of  the  sea  air  ?  " 

"  Quite  certain.  I  had  the  sea  air  this  forenoon, 
you  know." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  had  forgotten  that." 

"  Well,  which  Mde  of  the  deck  then  '?  " 

"  Oh,  which  ever  is  the  least  popular  side.  I  dislike 
a  crowd." 

"  I  think,  Miss  Earle,  that  we  will  have  this  side 
pretty  much  to  ourselves.  The  madd'hig  crowd 
seems  to  have  a  preferejiee  for  the  sunny  part  of  the 
ship.  Now,  then,  for  the  siege  of  London.  Who 
besieged  it  ?  " 

"A  lady." 

"Did  she  succeed?  " 

"  She  did." 

"  Well,  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,  indeed.  What 
was  she  besieging  it  for  ?  " 
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"  For  social  position,  I  presume." 

**  Then,  as  we  say  out  West,  I  suppose  she  had  a 
pretty  hard  row  to  hoe  ?  " 

"  Yes,  she  had." 

"Well,  I  never  can  get  at  the  story  by  cross- 
questioning.     Now,    supposing    that   you   tell   it    to 


me. 


>> 


*'I  think  that  you  had  better  take  the  book  and 
read  it.     I  am  not  a  good  story-teller." 

"Why,  I  thought  we  Americans  were  considered 
excellent  story-tellers." 

"  Wo  Americans  ?  " 

"Oh,  I  remember  now,  you  do  not  lay  claim  to 
being  an  American.  You  are  English,  I  think  you 
said  ?  " 

"I  said  nothing  of  the  kind.  I  merely  said  I  lay 
no  claims  to  being  an  American." 

"Yes,  that  was  it." 

"  Well,  you  will  be  pleased  to  know  that  this  lady 
in  the  siege  of  London  was  an  American.  You  seem 
so  anxious  to  establish  a  person's  nationality  that 
I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  tell  you  at  *he  very  first  that 
she  was  an  American,  and,  what  is  more,  seemed 
to  be  a  Western  American." 

"  Seemed  ?  Oh,  there  we  get  into  uncertainties 
again.  If  I  like  to  know  whether  persons  are 
Americans   or  not,  it   naturally  follows  that   I   am 
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anxious  to  know  whether  they  were  Western  or  Eastern 
Americans.     Aren't  you  sure  she  was  a  Westerner  ?  " 

"  The  story,  unfortunately,  leaves  that  a  little 
vague,  so  if  it  displeases  you  I  shall  be  glad  to  stop 
the  telhng  of  it." 

"  Oh  no,  don't  do  that.  I  am  quite  satisfied  to 
take  her  as  an  American  citizen ;  whether  she  is 
East  or  West,  or  North  or  South,  does  not  make 
the  slightest  difference  to  me.  Please  go  on  with 
the  story." 

"  Well,  the  other  characters,  I  am  happy  to  be 
able  to  say,  are  not  at  all  indefinite  in  the  matter 
of  nationality.  One  is  an  Englishman ;  he  is  even 
more  than  that,  he  is  an  English  nobleman.  The 
other  is  an  American.  Then  there  is  Jie  English 
nobleman's  mother,  who,  of  course,  is  an  English 
woman;  and  the  American's  sister,  married  to  an 
Englishman,  and  she,  of  course,  is  English-American. 
Does  that  satisfy  you  ?  " 

"Perfectly.     Goon." 

"It  seems  that  the  besieger,  the  heroine  of  the 
story  if  you  may  call  her  so,  had  a  past." 

"  Has  not  everybody  had  a  past  ?  " 

"  Oh  no.  This  past  is  known  to  the  American 
and  is  unknown  to  the  English  nobleman." 

"Ah,  I  see;  and  the  American  is  in  love  with  her 
in  spite  of  her  past  ?  " 
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"  Not  ill  Mr.  James's  story." 

"Oh,  I  beg  pardon.  Well,  go  on ;  I  shall  not 
interrupt  again." 

"It  is  the  English  nobleman  who  is  in  love  with 
her  in  spite  of  his  absence  of  knowledge  about  her 
past.  The  English  nobleman's  mother  is  very  much 
against  the  match.  She  tries  to  get  the  American 
to  tell  what  the  past  of  this  woman  is.  The  American 
refuses  to  do  so.  In  fact,  in  Paris  he  has  half 
promised  the  besieger  not  to  say  anything  about  her 
past.  She  is  besieging  London,  and  she  wishes  the 
American  to  remain  neutral.  But  the  nobleman's 
mother  at  last  gets  the  American  to  promise  that  ho 
will  tell  her  son  what  he  knows  of  this  woman's  past. 
The  American  informs  the  woman  what  he  has 
promised  the  nobleman's  mother  to  do,  and  at  this 
moment  the  nobleman  enters  the  room.  The  besieger 
of  London,  feeling  that  her  game  is  up,  leaves  them 
together.  The  American  says  to  the  nobleman,  who 
stands  rather  stiftly  before  him,  *  If  you  wish  to  ask 
me  any  questions  regarding  the  lady  who  has  gone 
out  I  shall  be  happy  to  tell  you.'  Those  are  not  the 
words  of  the  book,  but  they  are  in  substance  what 
he  said.  The  nobleman  looked  ?vt  him  for  A  moment 
"with  that  hauteur  which,  we  presume,  belongs  to 
noblemen,  and  said  quietly,  *  I  wish  to  know  nothing.* 
Now,  that  strikes  me  as  a  very  dramatic  point  in  the 
story." 
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"But  (UdnH  be  "svisli  to  know  anything  of  the 
woman  whom  he  was  going  to  marry  ?  " 

*'  I  presume  that,  naturally,  he  did." 

"And  yet  he  did  not  take  the  ojiportunity  of 
finding  out  when  he  had  the  chance  ?  " 

"No,  he  did  not." 

"  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that  ?  " 

"What  do  I  think  of  it  ?  I  think  it's  a  very 
dramatic  point  in  the  story." 

"  Yes,  but  what  do  you  think  of  his  wisdom  in 
refusing  to  find  out  what  sort  of  a  woman  he  was 
going  to  marry?  "Was  be  a  fool  or  was  he  a  very 
noble  man?" 

"  Why,  I  thought  I  said  at  the  first  that  be  was 
a  nobleman,  an  Englishman." 

"  Miss  Katherine,  you  are  dodging  the  question. 
I  asked  your  opinion  of  that  man's  wisdom.  Was  ho 
wise,  or  was  he  a  fool  ?  " 

"What  do  you  think  about  it?  Do  you  think  bo 
was  a  fool,  or  a  wise  man  ?  " 

"Well,  I  asked  you  for  your  opinion  first.  How- 
ever, I  have  very  little  hesitation  in  saying,  that  a 
man  who  marries  a  woman  of  whom  be  knows 
nothing,  is  a  fool." 

"Oh,  but  he  was  well  acquainted  with  this  woman. 
It  was  only  her  past  that  be  knew  nothing  about." 

"  Well,  I  think  you  must  admit  that  a  woman's 
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past  and  a  man's  past  arc  very  important  parts  of 
their  lives.     Don't  you  agree  with  me  ?  " 

"  I  agree  with  you  so  seldom  that  I  should  hesitate 
to  say  I  did  on  this  occasion.  But  I  have  told  the 
story  very  hadly.  You  will  have  to  read  it  for 
yourself  to  thoroughly  appreciate  the  different 
situations,  and  then  we  can  discuss  the  matter 
intelligently." 

"You  evidently  think  the  man  was  very  nohle  in 
refusing  to  hear  anything  ahout  the  i)a&t  of  the  lady 
he  was  interested  mi." 

*'I  confess  I  do.  He  was  nohle,  at  least,  in 
refusing  to  let  a  third  party  tell  him.  If  he  wished 
any  information  he  should  have  asked  the  lady 
himself." 

'-    **  Yes,  hut  supposing  she  refused  to  answer  him  ?  " 
"Then,  I  think  he  should  either  have  declined  to 
have  anything  more  to  do  with  her,  or,  if  he  kept 
up  his  acquaintance,  he  should  have  taken  her  just 
as  she  was,  without  any  reference  to  her  past." 

'*  I  suppose  you  are  right.  Still,  it  is  a  very 
Bcrious  thing  for  two  people  to  marry  without  know- 
ing something  of  each  other's  lives." 

"I  am  tired  of  walking,"  said  Miss  Earle,  "I  am 
now  going  to  seek  comfort  in  the  luxuriousness,  as 
you  call  it,  of  my  steamer  chair." 

"  And  may  I  go  with  you  ?  "  asked  the  young  man. 
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*'  If  you  also  are  tired  of  walking." 

*'  You  know,"  lie  said,  **  you  promised  the  whole 
afternoon.  You  took  the  forenoon  with  *  The  Siege,* 
and  now  I  don't  wish  to  be  cheated  out  of  my  half 
of  the  day." 

"  Very  well,  I  am  rather  interested  in  anotlier 
story,  and  if  you  will  take  *  The  Siege  of  London/ 
and  read  it,  you'll  find  how  much  Letter  the  book 
is  than  my  telling  of  the  story." 

George  Morris  had,  of  course,  to  content  himself 
with  this  proposition,  and  they  walked  together  to 
the  steamer  chairs,  over  which  the  gaily  coloured 
rugs  were  spread. 

"  Shall  I  get  your  book  for  you  ?  "  asked  the  young 
man,  as  he  picked  up  the  rugs. 

"  Thank  you,"  answered  Miss  Earle,  with  a  laugh, 
"you  have  already  done  so,"  for,  as  he  shook  out 
the  rugs,  the  two  books,  which  were  small  handy 
volumes,  fell  out  on  the  deck. 

**  I  see  you  won't  accept  my  hint  about  not  leaving 
the  books  around.  You  will  lose  some  precious 
volume  one  of  these  days." 

"Oh,  I  fold  them  in  the  rugs,  and  they  arc  all 
right.  Now,  here  is  your  volume.  Sit  down  there 
and  read  it." 

**  That  means  also,  '  and  keep  quiet,'  I  sup- 
pose?" 
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"I  don't  imagiac  you  are  versatile  enough  to  read 
and  talk  at  the  same  time.     Are  you  ?  " 

*'  I  should  be  very  tempted  to  try  it  this  afternoon." 

Miss  Earle  went  on  ^vith  her  reading,  and  Morris 
pretended  to  go  on  ^Yith  his.  lie  soon  found, 
however,  that  he  could  not  concentrate  his  attention 
on  the  little  volume  in  his  hand,  and  so  quickly 
abandoned  the  attempt,  and  spent  his  time  in 
meditation  and  in  casting  furtive  glances  at  his  fair 
companion  over  the  top  of  his  book.  He  thought 
the  steamer  chair  a  perfectly  delightful  invention. 
It  was  an  easy,  comfortable,  and  adjustable  apparatus, 
that  allowed  a  person  to  sit  up  or  to  recline  at  almost 
any  angle.  He  pushed  his  chair  back  a  little,  so 
that  he  could  watch  the  p^'ofile  of  Miss  Katherino 
Earle,  and  the  dark  tresses  +li".t  formed  a  frame  for 
it,  without  risking  the  cha  >•  of  having  his  espionage 
discovered. 

"  Aren't  you  comfortable  ?  "  asked  the  young  lady, 
as  he  shoved  back  his  chair. 

*'  I  am  very  /cry  comfortable,"  replied  the  young 
man. 

•'  I  am  glad  of  that,"  slie  said,  as  she  resumed  her 
reading. 

George  Morris  watched  her  turn  leaf  after  leaf  as 
he  reclined  lazily  in  his  chair,  with  half-closed  eyes, 
and  said  to  himself,  ''  Shop-girl  or  not,  past  or  not, 
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I'm   going  to  propose  to  that  young  lady  the  first 
good  opportunity  I  get.     I   wonder  what  she  will 


say? 


M 


"How  do  you  like  it?"  cried  the  young  lady  he 
was  thinliing  of,  with  a  suddenness  that  made  Morris 
jump  in  his  chair. 


(( 


Like  it  ?  "  he  cried ;  "  oh,  I  like  it  immensely. 
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*'  How  far  ?  Oh,  a  great  distance.  Ver;  much 
further  than  I  would  have  thought  it  possible  when 
I  began  this  voyage." 

IMiss  Earle  turned  and  looked  at  him  with  wide- 
open  eyes,  as  he  made  this  strange  reply. 

"What  are  you  speaking  of?"  she  said. 

"Oh,  of  everything — of  the  book,  of  the  voyage,  of 
the  day." 

"  I  was  speaking  of  the  book,"  she  replied  quietly. 
"Are  you  sure  you  have  not  fallen  asleep  and  been 
dreaming  ?  " 

"  Fallen  asleep  ?    No.     Dreaming?    Yes." 

"  Well,  I  hope  your  dreams  have  been  pleasant 
ones." 

"They  have." 

Miss  Earle,  who  seemed  to  think  it  best  not  to 

« 

follow  her  investigations  any  further,  turned  once 
more  to  her  own  book,  and  read  it  until  it  was  time 
to  dress  for  dinner. 
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When  that  important  meal  was  over,  Morris  said 
to  Miss  Earle  :  '*  Do  you  know  you  still  owe  me  part 
of  the  day  ?  " 

"  I  thought  you  said  you  had  a  very  pleasant 
afternoon." 

"  So  1  had.  So  pleasant,  you  see,  that  I  want  to 
have  the  pleasure  prolonged.  I  want  you  to  come 
out  and  have  a  walk  on  the  deck  now  in  the  starlight. 
It  is  a  lovely  night,  and,  besides,  you  are  now  half- 
way across  the  ocean,  and  yet  I  don't  think  you 
have  been  out  once  to  see  the  phosphorescence.  That 
is  one  of  the  standard  sights  of  an  ocean  voyage. 
Will  you  come  ?  " 

Although  the  words  were  commonplace  enough, 
there  was  a  tremor  in  his  voice  which  gave  a  meaning 
to  them  that  could  not  be  misunderstood.  Miss 
Earle  looked  at  him  with  serene  composure,  and  yet 
with  a  touch  of  reproachfiilncss  in  her  glance.  "He 
talks  like  this  to  me,"  she  said  to  herself,  *'  while  he 
is  engaged  to  another  woman."  "  Yes,"  she  answered 
aloud,  with  more  firmness  in  her  voice  than  might 
have  seemed  necessary,  "  I  will  be  happy  to  walk  on 
the  deck  with  you  to  see  the  phosphorescence." 

He  helped  to  hinder  her  for  a  moment  in  adjusting 
her  wraps,  and  they  went  out  in  the  starlit  night 
together. 

"Now,"  he  said,  "if  we  are  fortunate  enough  to 
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find  the  place  beliind  tbe  aftc^-^vbccl  house  vacant 
we  can  have  a  splendid  view  of  the  phosphor- 
escence." 

"Is  it  BO  much  in  demand  that  the  place  is 
generally  crowded  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  I  may  tell  you  in  confidence,"  rei)lied  Mr.  Morris, 
*'  that  this  particular  portion  of  the  boat  is  always 
very  popular.  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail 
the  place  is  apt  to  be  pre-empted  by  couples  that  are 
very  fond  of " 

*'  Phosphorescence,"  interjected  the  young  lady. 

**  Yes,"  he  said,  with  a  smile  that  she  could  not  see 
in  the  darkness,  "  of  phosphorescence." 

"I  should  think,"  said  she,  as  they  walked  towards 
the  stern  of  the  boat,  "  that  in  scientific  researches  of 
that  sort,  the  more  people  who  were  there,  the  more 
interesting  the  discussion  would  be,  and  the  more 
chance  a  person  would  have  to  improve  his  mind  on 
the  subject  of  phosphorescence,  or  other  matters 
pertaining  to  the  sea." 

**Yes,"  replied  Morris.  *'A  person  naturally 
would  think  that,  and  yet,  strange  as  it  may  appear, 
if  there  ever  was  a  time  when  two  is  company  and 
three  is  a  crowd,  it  is  when  looking  at  the  phos- 
phorescence that  follows  the  wake  of  an  ocean 
steamer." 

"Really?"    observed    the    young    lad}     archly. 
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"  You  told  me,  I  remember,  that  you  had  crossed 
the  ocean  several  times." 

The  young  man  laughed  joyously  at  this  bit  of 
repartee,  and  his  companion  joined  him  with  a  laugh 
that  was  low  and  musical. 

"  He  seems  very  sure  of  his  ground,"  said  she  to 
herself.     "Well,  we  shall  see." 

As  they  came  to  the  end  of  the  boat  and  passed 
behind  the  temporary  wheel-house  which  is  erected 
there,  and  which  is  filled  with  debris  of  various  sorts, 
blocks  and  tackle,  and  old  steamer  chairs,  Morris 
noticed  that  two  others  were  there  before  them, 
standing  close  together,  with  arms  upon  the  bulwarks. 
They  were  standing  very  close  together,  so  close,  in 
fact,  that,  in  the  darkness,  it  seemed  as  if  but  one 
person  was  there.  But  as  Morris  stumbled  over 
some  chains,  the  dark,  united  shadow  resolved  itself 
quickly  into  two  distinct  separate  shadows.  A  flag- 
pole stood  at  the  extreme  end  of  the  ship,  inclining 
backwards  from  the  centre  of  the  bulwarks,  and 
leaning  over  the  troubled,  luminous  sea  beneath  ;  the 
tw^o  who  had  taken  their  position  first  were  on  one 
side  of  the  flag-pole,  and  Morris  and  Miss  Earle  on 
the  other.  Their  coming  had  evidently  broken  the 
spell  for  the  others.  After  waiting  for  a  few  moments, 
the  lady  took  the  arm  of  the  gentleman  and  walked 
forward. 
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*'  Now,"  said  Morris,  with  a  sigh,  *'  we  have  the 
phosphorescence  to  ourselves." 

"  It  is  very,  very  strange,"  remarked  the  lady  in  a 
low  voice.  "  It  seems  as  if  a  person  could  see  weird 
shapes  arising  in  the  air,  as  if  in  torment." 

The  young  man  said  nothing  for  a  few  moments. 
He  cleared  his  throat  several  times  as  if  to  speak,  but 
still  remained  silent.  Miss  Earle  gazed  down  at  the 
restless,  luminous  water.  The  throb,  throb  of  the 
great  ship  made  the  bulwarks  on  which  their  arms 
rested  tremble  and  quiver. 

Finally  Morris  seemed  to  muster  up  courage 
enough  to  begin,  and  he  said  one  word — 

"  Katherine."  As  he  said  this  he  placed  his  hand 
on  hers  as  it  lay  white  before  him  in  the  darkness 
up  jn  the  trembling  bulwark.  It  seemed  to  him  that 
she  made  a  motion  to  withdraw  her  hand,  and  then 
allowed  it  to  remain  where  it  was. 

"Katherine,"  he  continued,  in  a  voice  that  he 
hardly  recognised  as  his  own,  "we  have  known  each 
other  only  a  very  short  time  comparatively ;  but,  as 
I  think  I  said  to  you  once  before,  a  day  on  shipboard 
may  be  as  long  as  a  month  on  shore.  Katherine,  I 
want  to  ask  you  a  question,  and  yet  I  do  not  know 
— I  cannot  find — I — I  don't  know  what  words  to 


use. 
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The  young  lady  turned  her  face  towards  him,  and 
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lie  saw  her  clear-cut  profile  sharply  outlined  against 
the  glowing  water  as  he  looked  down  at  her.  Although 
the  young  man  struggled  against  the  emotion,  which 
is  usually  experienced  hy  any  man  in  his  position, 
yet  he  felt  reasonably  sure  of  the  answer  to  his  ques- 
tion. She  had  come  with  him  out  into  the  night. 
She  had  allowed  her  hand  to  remain  in  his.  He  was, 
therefore,  stricken  dumb  with  amazement  when  she 
replied,  in  a  soft  and  musical  voice — 

''You  do  not  know  what  to  say?  What  do  you 
usually  say  on  such  an  occasion  ?  " 

*'  Usually  say  ?  "  he  gasped  in  dismay.  *'  I  do  not 
understand  you.    What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

** Isn't  my  meaning  plain  enough?  Am  I  the  first 
young  lady  to  whom  you  have  not  known  exactly 
what  to  say  ?" 

Mr.  Morris  straightened  up,  and  folded  his  arms 
across  his  breast;  then,  ridiculously  enougli,  this 
struck  him  as  a  heroic  attitude,  and  altogether  un- 
suitable for  an  American,  so  he  thrust  his  hands  deep 
in  his  coat  pockets. 

**  Miss  Earle,"  he  said,  **  I  knew  that  you  could  be 
cruel,  but  I  did  not  think  it  possible  that  you  could 
be  so  cruel  as  this." 

**  Is  the  cruelty  all  on  my  side,  Mr.  Morris  ?  "  she 
answered.  "  Have  you  been  perfectly  honest  and 
frank  with  me  ?    You  know  you  have  not.    Now,  I 
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shall  be  perfectly  honest  and  frank  with  you.  I  like 
you  very  much  indeed.  I  have  not  the  slightest 
hesitation  in  saying  this,  because  it  is  true,  and  I 
don't  care  whether  you  know  it,  or  whether  anybody 
else  knows  it  or  not." 

As  she  said  this  the  hope  which  Morris  had  felt  at 
first,  and  which  had  been  dashed  so  rudely  to  the 
ground,  now  returned,  and  he  attempted  to  put  his 

arm  about  her  and  draw  her  to  him ;  but  the  young 
lady  quickly  eluded  his  grasp,  stepping  to  the  other 
side  of  the  flag-pole,  and  putting  her  hand  upon  it.     ' 

*'  Mr.  Morris,"  she  said,  *'  there  is  no  use  of  your 
saying  anything  further.  There  is  a  barrier  between 
us  ;  you  know  it  as  well  as  I.  I  would  like  us  to  be 
friends  as  usual ;  but,  if  we  are  to  be,  you  will  have 
to  remember  the  barrier,  and  keep  to  your  own  side 
of  it." 

**I  know  of  no  barrier,"  criv  Morris,  vehemently, 
attempting  to  come  over  to  her  side. 

*'  There  is  the  barrier,"  she  said,  placing  her  hand 
on  the  flag-pole.  ''  My  place  is  on  this  side  of  that 
barrier ;  your  place  is  on  the  other.  If  you  come  on 
this  side  of  that  flag-pole,  I  shall  leave  you.  If  you 
remain  on  your  own  side,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  talk 
with  you." 

Morris  sullenly  took  his  place  on  the  other  side  of 
the  flag-pole. 
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"  Has  there  been  anything  in  my  actions,"  said 
the  young  lady,  ''during  the  time  we  have  been 
acquainted  that  wouki  lead  you  to  expect  a  different 
answer?  " 

''  Yes.  You  have  treated  me  outrageously  at  times, 
and  that  gave  me  some  hope." 

Miss  Earle  laughed  her  low,  musical  laugh  at  this 
remark. 

''  Oh,  you  may  laugh,"  said  Monk,  savagely;  "  but 
it  is  no  laughing  matter  to  me,  I  assure  you." 

*'  Oh,  it  will  be,  Mr.  ]\rorris,  when  you  come  to 
think  of  this  episode  after  you  get  on  shore.  It  will 
seem  to  you  very,  very  funny  indeed ;  and  when  you 
speak  to  the  next  young  lady  on  the  same  subject, 
perhaps  you  will  think  of  how  outrageously  I  have 
treated  your  remarks  to-night,  and  be  glad  that  there 
are  so  few  young  women  in  the  world  who  would  act 
as  I  have  done." 

"  Where  did  you  get  the  notion,"  inquired  George 
Morris,  **  that  I  am  in  the  habit  of  proposing  to  young 
ladies?  It  is  a  most  ridiculous  idea.  I  have  been 
engaged  once,  I  confess  it.  I  made  a  mistake,  and  I 
am  sorry  for  it.  There  is  surely  nothing  criminal  in 
that." 

"It  depends." 

''Depends  on  what  ?  " 

''It  depends  on  how  the  other  party  feels  about  it. 
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It  takes  two  to  make  an  engagement,  and  it  should 
take  two  to  break  it." 

**  Well,  it  didn't  in  my  case,"  said  the  young  man. 

"So  I  understand,"  replied  Miss  Earle.  "Mr. 
Morris,  I  wish  you  a  very  good  evening."  And  before 
he  could  say  a  word  she  had  disappeared  in  the  dark- 
ness, leaving  him  to  ponder  bitterly  over  the  events 
of  the  evening. 


SIXTH  DAY. 

In  the  vague  hope  of  meeting  Miss  Earle,  Morris  rose 
early,  and  for  a  while  paced  the  deck  alone ;  but  she 
did  not  appear.  Neither  did  he  have  the  pleasure  of 
her  company  at  breakfast.  The  more  the  young 
man  thought  of  their  interview  of  the  previous  even- 
ing, the  more  puzzled  he  was. 

Miss  Earle  had  frankly  confessed  that  she  thought 
a  great  deal  of  him,  and  yet  she  had  treated  him 
with  an  unfeelingness  which  left  him  sore  and  bitter. 
She  might  have  refused  him ;  that  was  her  right,  of 
course.  But  she  need  not  have  done  it  so  sarcastic- 
ally. He  walked  the  deck  after  breakfast,  but  saw 
nothing  of  Miss  Earle.  As  he  paced  up  and  down, 
he  met  the  very  person  of  all  others  whom  he  did  not 
wish  to  meet. 
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''Good  morning,  Mr.  Morris,"   she   said  lightly, 
holding  out  her  hand. 

"  Good  morning,"  he  answered,  taking  it  without 
much  warmth. 

"  You  are  walking  the  deck  all  alone,  I  see.  May 
I  accompa-iy  you  ?  " 

"Certainly,"  said  the  young  man,  and  with  that 
she  put  her  hand  on  his  arm  and  they  walked 
together  the  first  two  rounds  without  saying  anything 
to  each  other.  Then  she  looked  up  at  him,  with  I 
bright  smile,  and  said,  ''  So  she  refused  you  ?  " 

*'How  do  you  know  ?  "  answered  the  young  man, 
reddening  and  turning  a  quick  look  at  her. 

''  How  do  I  know  ?  "  laughed  the  other.  "  How 
should  I  know  ?  " 

For  a  moment  it  flashed  across  his  mind  that  Miss 
Katherine  Earle  had  spoken  of  their  interview  of  last 
night ;  but  a  moment  later  he  dismissed  the  suspicion 
as  unworthy. 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  "  ho  repeated. 

*'  Because  I  was  told  so  on  very  good  authority." 

'*  I  don't  believe  it." 

''  Ha,  ha  !  now  you  are  very  rude.  It  is  very  rude 
iJ  say  to  a  lady  that  she  doesn't  speak  the  truth." 

"  Well,  rude  or  not,  you  are  not  speaking  the  truth. 
Nobody  told  you  such  a  thing." 

"  My  dear  George,  how  impolite  you  are.     What  a 
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perfect  bear  you  have  grown  to  be.  Do  you  want  to 
know  who  told  me  ?  " 

"  I  don't  care  to  know  anything  about  it." 

"  Well,  nevertheless,  I  shall  tell  you.  You  told 
me." 

"I  did?  Nonsense,  I  never  said  anything  about 
it." 

"  Yes,  you  did.  Your  walk  showed  it.  The  dejected 
look  showed  it,  and  when  I  spoke  to  you,  your  actions, 
your  tone,  and  your  words  told  it  to  me  plainer  than 
if  you  had  said,  *  I  proposed  to  Miss  Earle  last  night 
and  I  was  rejected.'  You  poor,  dear  innocent,  if  you 
don't  brighten  up  you  will  tell  it  to  the  whole  ship." 

"  I  am  sure,  Blanche,  that  I  am  very  much  obliged 
to  you  for  the  interest  you  take  in  me.  Very  much 
obliged,  indeed." 

"Oh  no,  you  are  not;  and  now,  don't  try  to  be 
sarcastic,  it  really  doesn't  suit  your  manner  at  all.  I 
was  very  anxious  to  know  how  your  little  flirtation 
had  turned  out.  I  really  was.  You  know  I  have  an 
interest  in  you,  George,  and  always  will  have,  and  I 
wouldn't  like  that  spiteful  little  black-haired  minx  to 
have  got  you,  and  I  am  very  glad  she  refused  you, 
although  why  she  did  so  I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me 
imagine." 

*'It  must  be  hard  for  you  to  comprehend  why  she 
refused  me,  now  that  I  am  a  partner  in  the  firm." 


li 


IN  A   STEAMER    CnAin. 


93 


I 


Blanche  looked  clown  upon  the  deck,  and  did  not 
answer. 

*'I  am  glad,"  she  said  finally,  looking  up  brightly 
at  him  with  her  innocent  blue  eyes,  ''that  you  did 
not  put  off  your  proposal  until  to-night.  We  expect 
to  be  at  Queenstown  to-night  some  time,  and  we 
leave  there  and  go  on  through  by  the  Lakes  of 
Killarney.  So,  you  see,  if  you  hadn't  proposed  last 
night  I  should  have  known  nothing  at  all  about  how 
the^  matter  turned  out,  and  I  should  have  died  of 
curiosity  and  anxiety  to  know." 

''  Oh,  I  would  have  written  to  you,"  said  Morris. 
'*  Leave  me  your  address  now,  and  I'll  write  and  let 
you  know  how  it  turns  out." 

*'  Oh,"  she  cried  quickly,  ''then  it  isn't  ended  yet  ? 
I  didn't  think  you  were  a  man  who  would  need  to  be 
refused  twice  or  thrice." 

'*  I  should  be  glad  to  be  refused  by  Miss  Eane  five 
hundred  times." 
**  Indeed  ?  " 

**  Yes,  five  hundred  times,  if  on  the  five  hundredth 
and  first  time  she  accepted." 

"  Is  it  really  so  serious  as  that  ?  " 

"  It  is  just  exactly  that  serious." 

*'Then  your  talk  to  me  after  all  was  only 
pretence  ?" 

'*Nc,  jnly  a  mistake." 
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*'  What  an  escape  I  have  had  !  " 

**  You  have,  indeed." 

*'Ah,  here  comes  Miss  Earle.  Really,  for  a  lady 
who  has  rejected  a  gentleman,  she  does  not  look  as 
supremely  happy  as  she  might.  I  must  go  and  have 
a  talk  with  her." 

"Look  here,  Blanche,"  cried  the  young  man, 
angrily,  "if  you  say  a  word  to  her  about  what  we 
have  been  speaking  of,  I'll " 

"What  will  you  do?"  said  the  young  lady, 
sweetly. 

Morris  stood  looking  at  her.  He  didn't  himself 
know  what  he  would  do  ;  and  Blanche,  bowing  to  him, 
walked  along  the  deck,  and  sat  down  in  the  steamer 
chair  beside  Miss  Earle,  who  gave  her  a  very  scant 
recognition. 

"  Now,  you  needn't  be  so  cool  and  dignified,"  said 
the  lady.  "  George  and  I  have  been  talking  over  the 
matter,  and  I  told  him  he  wasn't  to  feel  discouraged 
at  a  first  refusal,  if  he  is  resolved  to  have  a  shop-girl 
for  his  wife." 

"  What !  Mr.  Morris  and  you  have  been  discussing 
me,  have  you  ?  " 

"Is  there  anything  forbidden  in  that.  Miss  Earle ? 
You  must  remember  that  George  and  I  are  very,  very 
old  friends,  old  and  dear  friends.  Did  you  refuse  him 
on  my  account  ?    I  know  you  like  him." 
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"  Like  him  ?  "  said  Miss  Earle,  with  a  fierce  light 
in  her  eyes,  as  she  looked  at  her  tormentor.  '*  Yes,  I 
like  him,  and  I'll  tell  you  more  than  that ;  "  she  hent 
over  and  added  in  an  intense  whisper,  *'I  love  him, 
and  if  you  say  another  word  to  me  about  him,  or  if 
you  dare  to  discuss  me  with  him,  I  shall  go  up  to 
him  where  he  stands  now  and  accept  him.  I  shall 
Eay  to  him,  *  George  Morris,  I  love  you.'  Now,  if 
you  doubt  I  shall  do  that,  just  continue  in  j^our 
present  style  of  conversation." 

Blanche  leaned  back  in  the  steamer  chair  and 
turned  a  trifle  pale.  Then  she  laughed,  that  irritating 
little  laugh  of  hers,  and  said,  "  Really  I  did  not 
think  it  had  gone  so  far  as  that.     I'll  bid  you  good 


mornmg. 


>> 


The  moment  the  chair  was  vacated,  George  Morris 
strolled  up  and  sat  down  on  it. 

"  What  has  that  vixen  been  saying  to  you  ? "  he 
asked. 

**That  vixen,"  said  Miss  Earle,  quietly,  **has  been 
telling  me  that  you  and  she  were  discussing  me 
this  morning,  and  discussing  the  conversation  that 
took  place  last  night." 

**  It  is  a  lie,"  said  Morris. 

"  What  is  ?  What  I  say,  or  what  she  said,  or  what 
she  says  you  said  ?  " 

*'  That  we  were  discussing  you,  or  discussing  our 
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conversation,  is  not  true.  Forgive  me  for  using  the 
coarser  word.  This  was  how  it  was ;  she  came  up 
to  me " 

**  My  dear  Mr.  Morris,  don't  say  a  word.  I  know 
well  enough  that  you  would  not  discuss  the  matter 
with  anyhody.  I,  perhaps,  may  go  so  far  as  to  say, 
least  of  all  with  her.  Still,  Mr.  Morris,  you  must 
remember  this,  that  CNX-n  if  you  do  not  like  her 
now " 

"  Like  he    ?"  cried  Morris  ;  "  I  hate  her." 

"As  I  was  going  to  say,  and  it  is  very  hard  for  me 
to  say  it,  Mr.  Morris,  you  have  a  duty  towards  her  as 
you — we  all  have  our  duties  to  perform,"  said  Miss 
Earle,  with  a  broken  voice.  ''  You  must  do  yours, 
and  I  must  dj  mine.  It  may  be  hard,  but  it  is 
settled.  I  cannot  talk  this  morning.  Excuse  me." 
And  she  rose  and  left  him  sitting  there. 

"What  in  the  world  does  the  girl  mean?  I  am 
glad  that  witch  gets  off  at  Queenstown.  I  believe  it 
is  she  who  has  mixed  everything  up.  I  wish  I  knew 
what  she  has  been  saying." 

Miss  Earle  kept  very  closely  to  her  room  that  day, 
and  in  the  evening,  as  they  approached  the  Fastnet 
Light,  George  Morris  was  not  able  to  find  her  to  tell 
her  of  the  fact  that  they  had  sighted  land.  He  took 
the  liberty,  however,  of  scribbling  a  little  note  to  her, 
which  the  stewardess  promised  to  deliver.    He  waited 
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around  the  foot  of  the  companion-way  for  an  answer. 
The  answer  came  in  the  person  of  Miss  Katherine 
herself. 

If  refusing  a  man  was  any  satisfaction,  it  seemed 
as  if  Miss  Katherine  Earle  had  obtained  very  httle 
gratification  from  it.  She  looked  weary  and  sad  as 
she  took  the  young  man's  arm,  and  her  smile  as 
she  looked  up  at  him  had  something  very  pathetic 
in  It,  as  if  a  word  might  bring  the  tears.  They  sat 
in  the  chairs  and  watched  the  Irish  coast.  Morris 
pointed  out  objects  here  and  there,  and  told  her  what 
they  were.  At  last,  wiien  they  went  down  to  supper 
together,  he  said— 

*'We  will  be  at  Queenstown  some  time  to-night. 
It  will  be  quite  a  curious  sight  in  the  moonlight. 
Wouldn't  you  like  io  stay  up  and  see  it  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  would,"  she  answered.  "  I  take  so  few 
ocean  voyages  that  I  wish  to  get  all  Uie  nautical 
experiences  possible." 

Th3  young  man  looked  at  her  sharply,  then  he 
said — 

"Well,  the  stop  at  Queenstown  is  one  of  the 
experiences.  May  I  send  the  steward  to  rap  at  your 
door  when  the  engine  stops  ?  " 

"Oh,  I  shall  stay  up  in  the  saloon  until  that 
time  ?  " 

"It  may  be  a  little  late.     It  may  be  as  late  as 
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one  or  two  o'clock  in  the  morning.  We  can't  tell. 
I  should  think  the  best  thing  for  you  to  do  would 
be  to  take  a  rest  until  the  time  comes.  I  think, 
Miss  Earle,  you  need  it." 

It  was  a  little  after  twelve  o'clock  when  the  engine 
stopped.  The  saloon  was  dimly  lighted,  and  porters 
were  hurrying  to  and  fro,  getting  up  the  baggage 
which  belonged  to  those  who  were  going  to  get  off 
at  Queenstown.  The  night  w^as  very  still,  and  rather 
cold.  The  lights  of  Queenstown  could  be  seen  here 
and  there  along  the  semi- circular  range  of  hills  on 
which  the  town  stood.  Passengers  who  were  to  land 
stood  around  the  deck  well  muffled  up,  and  others 
who  had  come  to  bid  them  good-bye  were  talking 
sleepily  with  them.  IMorris  was  about  to  send  the 
steward  to  Miss  Earle's  room,  when  that  young  lady 
herself  appeared.  There  was  something  spiritlike 
about  her,  wrapped  in  her  long  cloak,  as  she  walked 
through  the  half-darkness  to  meet  George  Morris. 

"  I  was  just  going  to  send  for  you,"  he  said. 

"I  did  not  sleep  any,"  was  the  answer,  ''and  the 
moment  the  engine  stopped  I  knew  we  were  there. 
Shall  we  go  on  deck  ?  " 

"Yes,"  he  said,  *'but  come  away  from  the  crowd," 
and  with  that  he  led  her  towards  the  stern  of  the 
boat.  For  a  moment  Miss  Earle  seemed  to  hold 
back,  b'^t  finally  she  walked  along  by  his  side  firmly 
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to  where  they  had  stood  the  night  before.  "With 
seeming  intention  Morris  tried  to  take  his  place 
beside  her,  but  Miss  Earle,  quietly  folding  her  cloak 
around  her,  stood  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  flag- 
pole, and,  as  if  there  should  be  no  forgetfulness  on 
his  part,  she  reached  up  her  hand  and  laid  it  against 
the  staff. 

*'  She  evidently  meant  what  she  said,"  thought 
Morris  to  himself,  -svith  a  sigh,  as  he  watched  the 
low,  dim  outlines  of  the  hills  around  Queenstown 
Harbour,  and  the  twinkling  lights  here  and  there. 

'*  That  is  the  tender  coming  now,"  he  said,  pointing 
to  the  red  and  green  lights  of  the  approaching  boat. 
*'  How  small  it  looks  beside  our  monster  steamship." 
Miss  Earle  shivered. 

"  I  pity  the  poor  folks  who  have  to  get  up  at  this 
hour  of  the  night  and  go  ashore.  I  should  a  great 
deal  rather  go  back  to  my  state-room." 

**  Well,  there  is  one  passenger  I  am  not  sorry  for," 
said  Morris,  *'  and  that  is  the  young  woman  who  has, 
I  am  afraid,  been  saying  something  to  you  which 
has  made  you  deal  more  harshly  with  me  than  per- 
haps you  might  otherwise  have  done.  I  wish  you 
would  tell  me  what  she  said  ?  " 

*'  She  has  said  nothing,"  murmured  Miss  Earle, 
with  a  sigh,  *'  but  what  you  yourself  have  confirmed. 
I  do  not  pay  much  attention  to  what  she  says." 
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"  Well,  you  don't  pay  much  attention  to  what  I 
say  either,"  he  replied.  *'  However,  as  I  say,  there 
is  one  person  I  am  not  sorry  for ;  I  even  wish  it  were 
raining.     I  am  very  revengeful,  you  see." 

"I  do  not  know  that  I  am  very  sorry  for  her 
myself,"  replied  Miss  Earle,  frankly ;  **  but  I  am 
sorry  for  her  poor  old  father,  who  hasn't  appeared 
in  the  saloon  a  single  day  except  the  first.  He  has 
been  sick  the  entire  voyage." 

*'Her  father?"  cried  Morris,  with  arising  inflection 
in  his  voice. 

"Certainly." 

**  Why,  bless  my  soul !  Her  father  has  been  dead 
for  ages  and  ages." 

''  Then  who  is  the  old  man  she  is  with  ?  " 

"  Old  man !  It  would  do  me  good  to  have  her 
hear  you  call  him  the  old  man.  Why  'hat  is  her 
husband." 

"Her  husband!"  echoed  Miss  Earle,  with  wide 
open  eyes.    "  I  thoaght  he  was  her  father." 

"  Oh,  not  at  all.  It  is  true,  as  you  know,  that  I 
was  engaged  to  the  young  lady,  and  I  presume  if 
I  had  become  a  partner  in  our  firm  sooner  we  would 
have  been  married.  But  that  was  a  longer  time 
coming  than  suited  my  young  lady's  convenience, 
and  BO  she  threw  me  over  with  as  little  ceremony 
as  you  would  toss  a  penny  to  a  beggar,  and  she 
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married  this  old  man  for  bis  wealtb,  I  presume.  I 
don't  see  exactly  why  she  should  take  a  fancy  to 
him  otherwise.  I  felt  very  cut  up  about  it,  of  course, 
and  I  thought  if  I  took  this  voyage  I  would  at  least 
be  rid  for  a  while  of  the  thought  of  her.  They  are 
now  on  their  wedding  trip.  That  is  the  reason  your 
steamer  chair  was  broken,  Miss  Earle.  Here  I 
came  on  board  an  ocean  steamer  to  get  rid  of  the 
sight  or  thought  of  a  certain  woman,  and  to  find  that 
I  was  penned  up  with  that  woman,  even  if  her  aged 
husband  was  with  her,  for  eight  or  nine  days,  was 
too  much  for  me.  So  I  raced  up  the  deck  and  tried 
to  get  ashore.  I  didn't  succeed  in  that,  but  I  did 
succeed  in  breaking  your  chair." 

Miss  Earle  was  evidently  very  much  astonished 
at  this  revelation,  but  she  said  nothing.  After 
waiting  in  vain  for  her  to  speak,  Morris  gazed  off 
at  the  dim  shore.  "When  he  looked  around  he  noticed 
that  Miss  Earle  was  standing  on  his  side  of  the  flag- 
staff.    There  was  no  longer  a  barrier  between  them. 


SEVENTH  DAY. 

If  George  Morris  were  asked  to  say  which  day  of  all 
his  life  had  been  the  most  thoroughly  enjoyable,  he 
would  probably  have  answered  that  the  seventh  of  his 


102 


IN  A   STEAMER   CHAIR. 


I   , 


voyage  from  New  York  to  Liverpool  was  the  red-letter 
day  of  bis  life.  The  sea  was  as  calm  as  it  was  possible 
for  a  sea  to  be.  The  sun  shone  bright  and  warm. 
Towards  the  latter  part  of  the  day  they  saw  the 
mountains  of  Wales,  which,  from  the  steamer's  deck, 
seemed  but  a  low  range  of  hills.  It  did  not  detract 
from  Morris's  enjoyment  to  know  that  Mrs.  Blanche 
was  now  on  the  troubleless  island  of  Ireland,  and 
that  he  was  sailing  over  this  summer  sea  with  the 
lady  who,  the  night  before,  had  promised  to  be  his 
wife. 

During  the  day  Morris  and  Katherine  sat  together 
on  the  sunny  side  of  the  ship  looking  at  the  Welsh 
coast.  Their  books  lay  unread  on  the  rug,  and  there 
were  long  periods  of  silences  between  them. 

**  I  don't  believe,"  said  Morris,  "that  anything 
could  be  more  perfectly  delightful  Ihan  this.  I  wish 
the  shaft  would  break." 

*'  I  hope  it  won't,"  answered  the  young  lady  ;  "  the 
chances  are  you  would  be  as  cross  as  a  bear  before 
two  days  had  gone  past,  and  would  want  to  go  off  in 
a  small  boat." 

*'  Oh,  I  should  be  quite  willing  to  go  off  in  a  small 
boat  if  you  would  come  \ath  me.    I  would  do  that 


now. 
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**  I  am  very  comfortable  where  I  am,"  answered  Miss 
Katherine.     "  I  know  when  to  let  well  enough  alone." 
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"  And  I  don't,  I  suppose  you  mean  ?  " 
''Well,  if  you  wanted  to  change  this  perfectly 
delightful  day  for  any  other  day,  or  this  perfectly 
luxurious  and  comfortable  mode  of  travel  for  any 
other  method,  I  should  suspect  you  of  not  letting  well 
enough  alone." 

''  I  have  to  admit,"  said  George,  -  that  I  am  com- 
pletely   and  serenely  happy.     The   only  thing  that 
bothers  me  is  that  to-night  we  shall  be  in  Liverpool. 
I  wish  this  hazy  and  dreamy  weather  could  last  for 
ever,  and  I  am  sure  I  could  stand  two  extra  days  of 
it  going  just  as  wo  are  now.     I  think  with  regret 
of  how  much  of  this  voyage  we  have  wasted." 
"  Oh,  you  think  it  was  wasted,  do  you  ?  " 
''  Well,  wasted  as  compared  with  this  sort  of  life. 
This  seems  to  me  like  a  rest  after  a  long  chase." 

^  "  Up  the  deck  ?  "  asked  the  young  lady,  smiling  at 
him. 

*'Now,  see  here,"  said  Morris,  ''we  may  as  well 
understand  this  first  as  last,  that  unfortunate  up-the- 
deck  chase  has  to  be  left  out  of  our  future  life.  I  am 
not  going  to  be  twitted  about  that  race  every  time  a 
certain  young  lady  takes  a  notion  to  have  a  -f,  Jf 
joke  upon  me." 

'*  That  was  no  joke,  George.  It  was  the  most 
serious  race  you  ever  ran  in  your  life.  You  were 
running  away  from    one  woman,   and,  poor    blind 


li" 


Vi 


I 


104 


IN  A   STEAMER   CHAIR. 


young  man,  you  ran  right  in  the  arms  of  another. 
The  danger  you  have  run  into  is  ever  so  much  greater 
than  the  one  you  were  running  away  from." 

*'  Oh,  I  realise  that,"  said  the  young  man,  lightly  ; 
**  that's  what  makes  me  so  solemn  to-day,  you  know." 
His  hand  stole  under  the  steamer  rugs  and  im- 
prisoned her  own. 

*'  I  am  afraid  x^eople  will  notice  that,"  she  said 
quietly. 

**  Well,  let  them;  I  don't  care.  I  don't  know  any- 
body on  board  this  ship,  anyhow,  except  you,  and  if 
you  realised  how  very  little  I  care  for  their  opinions 
you  would  not  try  to  withdraw  your  hand." 

''  I  am  not  trying  very  hard,"  answered  the  young 
woman;  and  then  there  was  another  long  silence. 
Finally  she  continued — 

**I  am  going  to  take  the  steamer  chair  and  do  it 
up  in  ribbons  when  I  get  ashore." 

"I  am  afraid  it  will  not  be  a  very  substantial 
chair,  no  matter  what  you  do  with  it.  It  will  be  a 
trap  for  those  who  sit  in  it." 

"  Are  you  speaking  of  your  own  experience  ?" 

*'  No,  of  yours." 

"George,"  she  said,  after  a  long  pause,  ''did  you 
like  her  very  much  ?  " 

"Her?"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  surprised. 
"Who?" 
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"Why,  the  young  lady  you  ran  away  from.  You 
know  very  well  whom  I  mean." 

"Like  her  ?    Why,  I  hate  her." 

"Yes,  perhaps  you  do  now.  But  I  am  asking  of 
former  years.     How  long  were  you  engaged  to  her  ?  " 

"Engaged?  Let  me  see,  I  have  been  engaged 
just  about— well,  not  twenty-four  hours  yet.  I  was 
never  engaged  before.  I  thought  I  was,  but  I  wasn't 
really." 

Miss  Earle  shook  her  head.  -You  must  have 
liked  her  very  much,"  she  said,  "or  you  never  would 
have  proposed  marriage  to  her.  You  would  never 
have  been  engaged  to  her.  You  never  would  have 
felt  so  badly  when  she " 

"Oh,  say  it  out,"  said  George,  -jilted  me,  that  is 
the  word." 

"  No,  that  is  not  the  phrase  I  wanted  to  use.  She 
didn't  really  jilt  you,  you  know.  It  was  because  you 
didn't  have,  or  thought  you  didn't  have,  money 
enough.    She  would  like  to  be  married  to  you  to-day." 

George  shuddered. 

"I  wish,"  he  said,  -that  you  wouldn't  mar  a 
perfect  day  by  a  horrible  suggestion." 

"The  suggestion  would  not  have  been  so  horrible 
a  month  ago." 

"My  dear  girl,"  said  Morris,  rousing  himself  up, 
"it's  a  subject  that  I  do  not  care  much  to  talk  about! 
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but  all  young  men,  or  reasonably  young  men,  make 
mistakes  in  their  lives.  That  was  my  mistake.  My 
great  luck  was  that  it  was  discovered  in  time.  As 
a  general  thing,  affairs  in  this  world  are  admirably 
planned,  but  it  does  seem  to  me  a  great  mistake  that 
young  people  have  to  choose  companions  for  life  at 
an  age  when  they  really  haven't  the  judgment  to 
choose  a  house  and  lot.  Now,  confess  yourself,  I 
am  not  your  first  lover,  am  I  ?  " 

Miss  Earlc  looked  at  him  for  a  moment  before 
replying. 

*'You  remember,"  she  said,  "that  once  you  spoke 
of  not  having  to  incriminate  yourself.  You  refused 
to  answer  a  question  I  asked  j^ou  on  that  ground. 
Now,  I  think  this  is  a  case  in  which  I  would  be  quite 
justified  in  refusing  to  answer.  If  I  told  you  that 
you  were  my  first  lover,  you  would  perhaps  be  man- 
like enough  to  think  that  after  all  you  had  only  taken 
what  nobody  else  had  expressed  a  desire  for.  A  man 
does  not  seem  to  value  anything  unless  some  one  else 
is  struggling  for  it." 

''Why,  what  sage  and  valuable  ideas  you  have 
about  men,  haven't  you,  my  dear  ?  '* 

*'Well,  you  can't  deny  but  what  there  is  truth  in 
them." 

"  I  not  only  can,  but  I  do.  On  behalf  of  my  fellow 
men,  and  on  behalf  of  myself,  I  deny  it." 
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"Tlieu,  on  the  other  hand,"  she  contmued,  "if  I 
confessed  to  you  that  I  did  have  half  a  score  or  half 
a  dozen  of  lovers,  you  "svould  perhaps  think  I  had 
heen  jilting  somebody  or  had  been  jilted.  So  you 
see,  taking  it  all  in,  and  thinking  the  matter  over, 
I  shall  refuse  to  answer  your  question." 
"  Then  you  will  not  confess  ?  " 
"  Yes,  I  shall  confess.  I  have  been  wanting  to 
confess  to  you  for  some  little  time,  and  have  felt 
guilty  because  I  did  not  do  so." 

"I  am  prepared  to  receive  the  confession,"  replied 
the  young  man,  lazily,  "  and  to  grant  absolution." 

"  Well,  you  talk  a  great  deal  about  America  and 
about  Americans,  and  talk  as  if  you  were  proud  of 
the  country,  and  of  its  ways,  and  of  its  people." 
*'  Why,  I  am,"  answered  the  young  man. 
**  Very  well,  then ;    according  to   your   creed  one 
person  is  just  as  good  as  another." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  say  that,  I  don't  hold  that  for  a 
moment.  I  don't  think  I  am  as  good  as  you,  for 
instance." 

"  But  what  I  mean  is  this,  that  one's  occupation 
does  not  necessarily  give  one  a  lower  station  than 
another.  If  that  is  not  your  belief  then  you  are  not 
a  true  American,  that  is  all." 

"Well,  yes,  that  is  my  belief.  I  will  admit  I 
believe  all  that.    What  of  it  ?  " 
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"What  of  it?  There  is  this  of  it.  You  are  the 
junior  partner  of  a  large  establishment  in  New 
York  ?  " 

**  Nothing  criminal  in  that,  is  there  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  I  don't  put  it  as  an  accusation,  I  am  merely 
stating  the  fact.    You  admit  the  fact,  of  course  ?  " 

**  Yes.  The  fact  is  admitted,  and  marked  *  Exhibit 
A,'  and  placed  in  evidence.    Now,  what  next  ?  " 

**  In  the  same  establishment  there  was  a  young 
woman  who  sold  ribbons  to  all  comers  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  I  admit  that  also,  and  the  young  lady's  name 
was  Miss  Katherine  Earle." 

"Oh,  you  knew  it,  then?" 

"  Why,  certainly  I  did." 

"  You  knew  it  before  you  proposed  to  me." 

"  Oh,  I  seem  to  have  known  that  fact  for  years  and 
years." 

"  She  told  it  to  you." 

"She?    What  she?" 

"  You  know  very  well  who  I  mean,  George.  She 
told  it  to  you,  didn't  she  ?  " 

"Why,  don't  you  think  I  remembered  you — re- 
membered seeing  you  there  ?  " 

"  I  know  very  well  you  did  not.  You  may  have 
seen  me  there,  but  you  did  not  remember  me.  The 
moment  I  spoke  to  you  on  the  deck  that  day  in  the 
broken  chair,  I  saw  at  once  you  did  not  remember 
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me ;  and  there  is  very  litile  use  of  your  trying  to 
pretend  you  thought  of  it  afterwards.  She  told  it 
to  you,  didn't  she  ?  " 

''Now,  look  here,  Katherine,  it  isn't  I  who  am 
making  a  confession,  it  is  you.  It  is  not  customary 
for  a  penitent  to  cross-examine  the  father  confessor 
in  that  style." 

"It  does  not  make  any  difference  whether  you  con- 
fess  or  not,  George  ;  I  shall  always  know  she  told  you 
that.^  After  all,  I  wish  she  had  left  it  for  mc  to  tell. 
I  believe  I  dislike  that  woman  very  much." 

"  Shake  hands,  Kute,  over  that.  So  do  I.  Now, 
my  dear,  tell  me  what  she  told  you:' 

"  Then  she  did  tell  you  that,  did  she  ?  " 

"Why,  if  you  are  so  sure  of  it  without  my 
admitting  it,  why  do  you  ask  again  ?  " 

"I  suppose  because  I  wanted  to  make  doubly 
sure." 

"  Well,  then,  assurance  is  doubly  sure.  I  admit 
she  did." 

"  And  you  listened  to  her,  George  ?  "  said  Katherine, 
rt,  voachfully. 

"Listened?  Why,  of  course  I  did.  I  couldn't 
help  myself.  She  said  it  before  I  knew  what  she 
was  going  to  say.  She  didn't  give  me  the  chance 
that  your  man  had  in  that  story  you  were  speaking 
of     I  said  something  that  irritated  her,  and  she  out 
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with  it  at  onco,  as  if  it  had  been  a  crime  on  your 
part.  I  did  not  look  on  it  in  that  h'glit,  and  don't 
now.  Anyhow,  you  are  not  going  back  to  tlie  ribbon 
counter." 

"  No,"  answered  the  young  hidy,  with  a  sigh, 
looking  dreamily  out  into  the  hazy  distance.  "  No, 
I  am  not." 

**  At  least,  not  that  side  of  the  counter,"  said 
George. 

She  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  as  if  she  did  not 
understand  him ;  then  she  laughed  lightly. 

**Now,"  said  Morris,  ''I  have  done  most  of  the 
confession  on  this  confession  of  yours.  Supposing 
I  make  a  confession,  and  ask  you  to  tell  me  what 
she  told  you." 

**  Well,  she  told  me  that  you  were  a  very  fascinating 
young  man,"  answered  Katherine,  with  a  sigh. 

"  Really.  And  did  after-acquaintance  corroborate 
that  statement  ?  " 

"I  never  had  occasion  to  tell  her  she  was  mis- 
taken." 

**  What  else  did  she  say  ?  Didn't  mention  any- 
thing about  my  prospects  ur  financial  standing  in 
any  way  ?  " 

"  No ;  we  did  not  touch  on  that  subject." 

*'  Come,  now,  you  cannot  evade  the  question.  What 
else  did  she  say  to  you  about  me  ?  " 
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'•■  I  <lon't  know  that  it  is  quite  right  to  teli  yon, 

"  Had  been." 
"No,  were." 

"Oh    that's  it.    She  (lid  not  tell  you  she  wa,  on 
her  wedding  tour?"  °" 

"  No,  she  did  not." 

"And  didn't  you  .speak  to  her  about  her  father 
being  on  board  ?  "  "^"^ 

Katherine  laughed  her  low,  enjoyable  laugh. 

ies,    «l'e  said, '<I  did,  and  I  did  not  think  till 
b:s  ,non.e„t  of  how  flustered  she  looked.    E„t  she 
recovered  her    lost    ground    wifl,    o  x    ,    , 

dexterity."  ^  '"'    "    ^I'eat  deal   of 

"  By  George,  I  should  like  to  have  heard  that  >     I 
am  avenged  ! "  "    ^ 

"  Well,  so  is  she,"  was  tlie  answer. 
"  How  is  that  ?  " 

"  You  are  engaged  to  me,  arc  you  not  "> " 

tbs  bat  of  humbug,  one  of  the  officers  of  th    shl 
stopped  before  them.  ^ 

"^'^ell'- he  said,  "I  am  afraid  we  shall  not  see 
Liverpool  to-night." 

"Eeally.     Why?  "asked  George. 

"  Tbis  haze  is  settling  down  Into  a  fog.     It  will 
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be  as  thick  as  pea-soup  before  an  hour.  I  expect 
there  will  be  a  good  deal  of  grumbling  among  the 
passengers." 

As  he  walked  on,  George  said  to  Katherine, 
**  There  are  two  passengers  who  won't  grumble  any, 
will  they,  my  dear  ?  " 

**  I  know  one  who  won't,"  she  answered. 

The  fog  grew  thicker  and  thicker ;  the  vessel  slowed 
down,  and  finally  stopped,  sounding  every  now  and 
then  its  mournful,  timber-shaking  whistle. 


EIGHTH  DAY. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  eighth  day  George  Morris 
and  Katherine  Earle  stood  together  on  the  deck  of 
the  tender,  looking  back  at  the  huge  steamship  which 
they  had  just  left. 

"When  we  return,"  he  said,  "I  think  we  shall 
choose  this  ship." 

''Eeturn  ?  "  she  answered,  looking  at  him. 

"  Why,  certainly ;  we  are  going  back,  are  we  not  ?  " 

''  Dear  me,"  she  replied,  "  I  had  not  thought  of 
that.  You  seo,  when  I  left  America  I  did  not  intend 
to  go  back." 

"  Did  you  not  ?  I  thought  you  were  only  over 
here  for  the  trip." 
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**  Oil  no.  I  told  you  I  camo  on  business,  not  on 
pleasure." 

*'  And  did  you  intend  to  stay  over  here  ?  " 

"  Certainly." 

**  Why,  that's  strange ;  I  never  thought  of  that." 

'*  It  is  strange,  too,"  said  Katherine,  "  that  I  never 
thought  of  going  hack." 

**And — and,"  said  the   young  man,  "won't  you 

go?" 

She  pressed  his  arm,  and  stood  motionless. 

'*  *  Where  thou  goest,  I  will  go.  Thy  people  shall 
be  my  people.' " 

**  That's  a  quotation,  I  suppose  ?"  said  George. 

**  It  is,"  answered  Katherine. 

*'  Well,  you  see,  as  I  told  j'ou,  I  am  not  very  well 
read  up  on  the  books  of  the  day." 

*'  I  don't  know  whether  you  would  call  that  one  of 
the  books  of  the  day  or  not,'*  said  Katherine ;  **  it  is 
from  the  Bible." 

*'0h,"  answered  the  other.  "I  believe,  Kate,  you 
will  spend  the  rest  of  your  life  laughing  at  me." 

"  Oh  no,"  said  the  young  lady,  **  I  always  thought 
I  was  fitted  for  missionary  life.  Now,  look  what  a 
chance  I  have." 

*'  You  have  taken  a  big  contract,  I  admit." 

They  had  very  little  trouble  with  their  luggage. 
It  is  true  that  the  English    officials   looked   rather 
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searcbingly  in  Katherine's  trunk  for  dynamite,  but, 
their  fears  being  allayed  in  that  direction,  the  trunks 
were  soon  chalked  and  on  the  back  of  a  stout  porter, 
who  transferred  them  to  the  top  of  a  cab. 

"I  tell  you  what  it  is,"  said  George,  **it  takes  an 
American  Custom-house  official  to  make  the  average 
American  feel  ashamed  of  his  country." 

**  Why,  I  did  not  think  there  was  anything  over 
there  that  could  make  you  feel  ashamed  of  your 
country.    You  are  such  a  thorough -going  American." 

"  Well,  the  Customs  officials  in  New  York  have  a 
knack  of  making  a  person  feel  that  he  belongs  to  no 
place  on  earth." 

They  drove  to  the  big  Liverpool  hotel  which  is 
usually  frequented  by  Americans  who  land  in  that 
city,  and  George  spent  the  afternoon  in  attending 
to  business  in  Liverpool,  which  he  said  he  did  not 
expect  to  have  to  look  after  when  he  left  America, 
but  which  he  desired  very  much  to  get  some  infor- 
mation about. 

Katherine  innocently  asked  if  she  could  be  of  any 
assistance  to  him,  and  he  replied  that  she  might  later 
on,  but  not  at  the  present  state  of  proceedings. 

In  the  evening  they  went  to .  a  theatre  together, 
and  took  a  long  route  back  to  the  hotel. 

*'  It  isn't  a  very  pretty  city,"  said  Miss  Earle. 

*'0h,  I   think  you    are   mistaken,"   replied   her 
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Wow,  see  here,"   said  Morris     "  thot   =,,1  •    i  • 

say  I  am  walking  now  with  the  Lady  who  h  i.  . 

-y^J^.      I  think  that  statement  of      e     Je 
perfectly  correct,  is  it  not  ?  "  " 

"I  believe  it  is  rather  more  accurate  than   the 
average  statement  of  the  average  American.- 
iNow,  Ivatherine,"  he  said    "  f]..  .       i 

been  in  Liverpool  ?  "  ^  ^Jti^e 

"P^UT"'    "'^    ^"«"'-'     ^"-'"     ^^e     said. 
**No,  not  property." 

r  ,^°°f '"8  ^«^'  >-o"'-  I^aggage,  probably  ?  " 
Well,  I  think  you  have  got  it  this  time.    I  „,, 
looking  after  my  baggage.    I  was  tryin.  to  fln:^      ! 
how  and  when  we  could  get  married  "  °'" 

"Oh!" 
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**Yes,  oh!  Does  that  shock  you?  I  find  they 
have  some  idiotic  arrangement  by  which  a  person 
has  to  live  here  three  months  before  he  can  be 
married,  although  I  was  given  some  hope  that,  by 
paying  for  it,  a  person  could  get  a  special  licence. 
If  that  is  the  case,  I  am  going  to  have  a  special 
licence  to-morrow." 

''Indeed?" 

"Yes,  indeed.  Then  we  can  be  married  at  the 
hotel." 

"And  don't  you  think,  George,  that  I  might  have 
something  to  say  about  that  ?  " 

"  Oh,  certainly !  I  intended  to  talk  with  you 
about  it.  Of  course  I  am  talking  with  you  now  on 
that  subject.  You  admitted  the  possibility  of  our 
getting  married.  I  believe  I  had  better  get  you  to 
put  it  down  in  writing,  or  have  you  say  it  before 
witnesses,  or  something  of  that  sort." 

"  Well,  I  shouldn't  like  to  be  married  in  a  hotel." 

"In  a  church,  then?  I  suppose  I  can  make 
arrangements  that  will  include  a  church.  A  parson 
will  marry  us.  That  parson,  if  he  is  the  right  sort, 
will  have  a  church.  It  stands  to  reason,  therefore, 
ihat  if  we  give  him  the  contract  he  will  give  us  the 
use  of  his  church,  qxdd  i^ro  quo,  you  know." 

"Don't  talk  flippantly,  please.  I  think  it  better 
to  wait  until  to-morrow,  George,  before  you  do  any- 
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thing  rash.  I  want  to  see  something  of  the  country. 
I  want  us  to  take  a  little  journey  together  to-morrow, 
and  then,  out  in  the  country,  not  in  this  grimy,  sooty 
city,  we  will  make  arrangements  for  our  marriage." 

"All  right,  my  dear.     Where  do  you  intend  io 
go?" 

''While  you  have  been  wasting  your  time  in 
getting  information  relating  to  matrimony,  I  have 
been  examining  time-tables.  Where  I  want  to  go 
is  two  or  three  hours'  ride  from  here.  We  can  take 
one  of  the  morning  trains,  and  when  we  get  to  the 
place  I  will  allow  you  to  hire  a  conveyance,  and 
we  will  have  a  real  country  drive.  Will  you  go 
with  me  ?  " 

''Will  I?  You  better  believe  I  will.  But  you 
see,  Katherine,  I  want  to  get  married  as  soon  as 
possible.  Then  we  can  take  a  little  trip  on  the 
Continent  before  it  is  time  for  us  to  go  back  to 
America.  You  have  never  been  on  the  Continent, 
have  you  ?  " 

"Never." 

''  Weil,  I  am  very  glad  of  that.  I  shall  be  your 
guide,  philosopher,  and  friend,  and,  added  to  that, 
your  husband." 

"  Very  well,  we  will  arrange  all  that  on  our  little 
excursion  to-morrow." 
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NINTH  DAY. 

Spring  in  England — anil  one  of  those  perfect  spring 
days  in  -wliicli  all  rural  England  looks  like  a  garden. 
The  landscape  was  especially  beautiful  to  American 
eyes,  after  the  more  rugged  views  of  Transatlantic 
scenery.  The  hedges  were  closely  clipped,  the  fields 
of  the  deepest  green,  and  the  hills  far  away  were 
blue  and  hazy  in  the  distance. 

"■  There  is  no  getting  over  the  fact,"  said  Morris, 
"that  this  is  the  prettiest  country  in  the  whole 
world." 

During  most  of  the  journey  Katherine  Earle  sat 
back  in  her  corner  of  the  first-class  compartment, 
and  gazed  silently  out  of  the  flying  windows.  She 
seemed  too  deeply  impressed  with  the  beauty  of 
the  scene  to  care  for  conversation  even  with  the 
man  she  was  to  marry.  At  last  they  stopped  at 
a  pretty  little  rural  station,  with  the  name  of  the 
place  done  in  flowers  of  vivid  colour  that  stood  out 
against  the  brown  of  the  earth  around  them  and 
the  green  turf  which  formed  the  sloping  bank. 

"Now,"  said  George,  as  they  stood  on  the  j)lat- 
form,  "  whither  away  ?    Which  direction  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  see,"  said  she,  "  a  real,  genuine,  old 
English  country  home." 
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"A  castle?" 

**No,  not  a  castle." 

"Oh,  I  know  what  you  want.  Somethmg  like 
Haddon  Hall,  or  that  sort  of  thing.  An  old  manor 
house.  Well,  wait  a  minute,  and  I'll  talk  to  the 
station-master,  and  find  out  all  there  is  about  this 
part  of  the  country." 

And  before  she  could  stop  him,  he  had  gone  to 
make  his  inquiry  of  that  official.  Shortly  after  he 
came  back  with  a  list  of  places  that  were  worth 
seeing,  which  he  named. 

"Holmwood  House,"  she  repeated.  ''Let  us  see 
that.    How  far  is  it?" 

George  again  made  inquiries,  and  found  that  it 
was  about  eight  miles  away.  The  station-master 
assured  him  that  the  road  thither  was  one  of  the 
prettiest  drives  in  the  whole  country. 

"Now,  what  kind  of  a  conveyance  will  you  have? 
There  are  four-wheeled  cabs,  and  there  is  even  a 
hansom  to  be  had.  Will  you  have  two  horses  or 
one,  and  will  you  have  a  coachman  ?  " 

**None  of  these,"  she  said,  ''if  you  can  get  some- 
thing you  can  drive  yourself— I  suppose  you  are 
a  driver  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  have  driven  a  buggy." 

**Well,  get  some  sort  of  conveyance  that  we  can 
both  sit  in  while  you  drive." 
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"  But  don't  you  think  we  will  get  lost  ?  " 

"We  can  inquire  the  way,"  she  said,  "and  if  we 
do  get  lost,  it  won't  matter.  I  want  to  have  a  long 
talk  with  you  before  we  reach  the  place." 

They  crossed  the  railway  by  a  bridge  over  the  line, 
and  descended  into  a  valley  along  which  the  road 
wound. 

The  outfit  which  George  had  secured  was  a  neat 
little  cart  made  of  wood  in  the  natural  colour  and 
varnished,  and  a  trim  little  pony,  which  looked 
ridiculously  small  for  two  grown  ^  Dple,  and  yet 
was,  as  George  afterwards  said,  "as  tough  as  a 
pine  knot." 

The  pony  trotted  merrily  along,  and  needed  no 
urging.  George  doubtless  was  a  good  driver,  but 
whatever  talents  he  had  in  that  line  were  not 
brought  into  play.  The  pony  was  a  treasure  that 
had  apparently  no  bad  qualities.  For  a  long  time 
the  two  in  the  cart  rode  along  the  smooth  highway 
silently,  until  at  last  Morris  broke  out  with — 

"Oh,  see  here!  This  is  not  according  to  con- 
tract. You  said  you  wanted  a  long  talk,  and  now 
you  are  complacently  saying  nothing." 

"  I  do  not  know  exactly  how  to  begin." 

"  Is  it  so  serious  as  all  that  ?  " 

"It  is  not  serious  exactly — it  is  merely,  as  it  were, 
a  continuation  of  the  confession." 
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"  I  thought  we  were  through  with  that  long  ago. 
Are  there  any  more  horrible  revelations  ?  " 

She  looked  at  him  with  something  like  reproach 
in  her  eyes. 

'*  If  you  are  going  to  talk  flippantly,  I  think  I  will 
postpone  what  I  have  to  say  until  anotlier  time." 

''My  clear  Kate,  give  a  man  a  chance.  He  can't 
reform  in  a  moment.  I  never  had  my  flippancy 
checked  before.  Now  then,  I  am  serious  again. 
What  appalling-I  mean-you  sec  how  difficult  it 
is,  Katherine— I  mean,  what  serious  subject  shall 
we  discuss  ?  " 

''Some  other  time." 

"  No— now.     I  insist  on  it.     Otherwise  I  will  know 
,  I  am  unforgiven." 

"There  is  nothing  to  forgive.  I  merely  wanted 
to  tell  you  something  more  than  you  know  about 
my  own  history." 

"I  know  more  now  than  that  man  in  the  story." 
"He  did  not  object  to  the  knowledge,  you  know. 

He    objected  to  receiving  it  from  a   third  person. 

Now  I  am  not  a  third  person,  am  I  ?  " 
"Indeed,  you   are    not.      You    are    first    person 

smgular-at    present-the  first    person    to    me    at 

least.      There,   I  am    afraid  I  have   dropped   into 

flippancy  again." 

"  That  is  not  flippancy.     That  is  very  nice." 
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The  interval  shall  be  unreported. 

At  last  Katherine  said  quietly,  "My  mother  came 
from  this  part  of  England." 

"  Ah  !     That  is  why  you  wanted  to  come  here." 

"That  is  why  I  wanted  to  come  here.  She  was 
her  father's  only  daughter,  and,  strange  to  say,  he 
was  very  fond  of  her,  and  proud  of  her." 

"  Why  strange  ?  " 

*'  Strange  from  his  action  for  years  after.  She 
married  against  his  will.  He  never  forgave  her. 
My  father  did  not  seem  to  have  the  knack  of  getting 
along  in  the  world,  and  he  moved  to  America  in 
the  hope  of  bettering  his  condition.  lie  did  not 
better  it.  My  father  died  ten  years  ago,  a  pre- 
maturely broken  down  man,  and  my  mother  and 
I  struggled  along  as  best  we  could  until  she  died 
two  years  ago.  My  grandfather  returned  her  letter 
unopened  when  mother  wrote  to  him  ten  years  ago, 
although  the  letter  had  a  black  border  around  it. 
When  I  think  of  her  I  find  it  hard  to  forgive  him, 
so  I  suppose  some  of  his  nature  has  been  transmitted 
to  me." 

"  Find  it  hard?  Katherine,  if  you  were  not  an 
angel  you  would  find  it  impossible." 

"Well,  there  is  nothing  more  to  tell,  or  at  least, 
not  much.  I  thought  you  should  know  this.  I 
intended  to  tell  you  that  last   day   on  shipboard, 


>> 


i 


IN  A   STEAMER   CIIAIE.  123 

bv-t  it  seemed  to  me  that  here  was  where  it  should 
be  told— among  the  hills  and  valleys  that  she  saw 
when  she  was  my  age." 

"Katherine,  my  dear,  do  not  think  ahout  it  any 
more  than  you  can  help.  It  will  only  uselessly 
depress  you.  Here  is  a  man  coming.  Let  us  find 
out  now  whether  we  have  lost  our  way  or  not." 

They  had. 

Even  after  that  they  managed  to  get  up  some 
wrong  lanes  and  byways,  and  took  several  wrong 
turnings;  but  by  means  of  inquiry  from  everyone 
they  met,  they  succeeded  at  last  in  reaching  the 
place  they  were  in  search  of. 

There  was  an  old  and  grey  porter's  lodge,  and 
an  old  and  grey  gateway,  with  two  tall,  moss-grown 
stone  pillars,  and  an  iron  gate  between  them.  On 
the  top  of  the  pillars  were  crumbled  stone  shields, 
seemingly  held  in  place  by  a  lion  on  each  pillar. 

''Is  this  Holmwood  House?"  asked  Morris  of 
the  old  and  grey  man  who  came  out  of  the  porter's 
lodge. 

"Yes,  sir,  it  be,"  replied  the  man. 
*'  Are  visitors  permitted  to  see  the  house  and  the 
grounds  ?  " 

"No,  they  be'ant,"  was  the  answer.  '^  Visitors 
were  allowed  on  Saturdays  in  the  old  Squire's  time, 
but  since  he  died  they  tell  me  the  estate  is  in  the 
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courts,  and  we  luave  orders  from  the  London  lawyers 
to  let  nobody  in." 

'*I  can  make  it  worth  your  while,"  said  George, 
feeling  in  his  vest  pocket;  "  this  lady  would  like  to 
see  the  house." 

The  old  man  shook  his  heatl,even  although  George 
showed  him  a  gold  piece  between  his  finger  and 
thumb.  Morris  was  astonished  at  this,  for  he  had 
the  mistaken  belief  which  all  Americans  have,  that 
a  tip  in  Europe,  if  it  is  only  large  enough,  will 
accomplish  anything. 

*'  I  tliink  perhaps  I  can  get  permission,"  said 
Katherine,  *'if  you  will  let  me  talk  a  while  to  the 
old  man." 

"  All  right.  Go  ahead,"  said  George.  "  I  believe 
you  could  wheedle  anybody  into  doing  what  he 
shouldn't  do." 

''  Now,  after  saying  that,  I  shall  not  allow  you  to 
listen.  I  shall  step  down  and  talk  with  him  a 
moment  and  you  can  drive  on  for  a  little  distance, 
and  come  back." 

*'  Oh,  that's  all  right,"  said  George,  "  I  know  how 
it  is.  You  don't  want  to  give  away  the  secret  of 
your  power.  Be  careful,  now,  in  stepping  down. 
This  is  not  an  American  buggy,"  but  before  he  had 
finished  the  warning,  Katherine  had  jumped  lightly 
on  the  gravel,  and  stood  waiting  for  him  to  drive 
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on.     Wlieu  ho  came  back  ho  found  tlio  iron  gates 
open. 

*'I  shall  not  get  in  again,"  she  said.  "You 
may  leave  the  pony  ^vith  this  man,  George,  he  will 
take  care  of  it.  We  can  walk  up  the  avenue  to  tho 
Louse." 

After  a  short  walk  under  the  spreading  old  oaks 
they  came  in  sight  of  the  house,  which  was  of  red 
brick  and  of  the  Elizabethan  stjle  of  archi'  cturc. 

"I  am  iither  disappointed  with  that,"  said 
George,  "I  always  thought  old  English  homesteads 
were  of  stone." 

"  Well,  this  one  at  least  is  of  brick,  and  I  imagine 
you  will  find  a  great  many  of  them  are  of  the  same 
material." 

They  met  with  further  opposition  from  the  house- 
keeper  who  came  to  the  door  which  the  servant  had 
opened  after  the  bell  was  rung. 

She  would  allow  nobody  in  the  house,  she  said 
As  for  Giles,  if  he  allowed  people  on  the  grounds 
that  was  his  own  look-out,  but  she  had  been  for- 
bidden by  the  lawyers  to  allow  anybody  in  the  house 
and  she  had  let  nobody  in,  and  she  wasn't  going  to 
let  anybody  in. 

"Shall  I  offer  her  a  tip?"  asked  George,  in  a 
whisper. 

''No,  don't  do  that." 
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''  You  can't  w^ieedle  her  like  you  did  the  old  man, 
you  know.  A  woman  may  do  a  great  deal  with  a 
man,  but  when  she  meets  another  woman  she 
meets  her  match.  You  women  know  each  other, 
you  know." 

Meanwhile  the  housekeeper,  who  had  been  about 
to  shut  the  door,  seemed  to  pause  and  regard  the 
young  lady  with  a  good  deal  of  curiosity.  Her 
attention  had  before  that  time  been  taken  up  with 
the  gentleman. 

*'  Well,  I  shall  walk  to  the  end  of  the  terrace,  and 
give  you  a  chance  to  try  your  wiles.  But  I  am 
ready  to  bet  ten  dollars  that  you  don't  succeed." 

*'  rii  take  you,"  answered  the  young  lady. 

"Yes,  you  said  you  would  that  night  on  the 
Bteamer." 

*'  Oh,  that's  a  very  good  way  of  getting  out  of  a 
hopeless  bet." 

**  I  am  ready  to  make  the  bet  all  right  enough, 
but  I  know  you  haven't  a  ten-dollar  bill  about  you." 

"  Well,  that  is  very  true,  for  I  have  changed  all 
my  money  to  English  currency;  but  I  am  willing 
to  bet  its  equivalent." 

Morris  walked  to  the  end  of  the  terrace.  When 
he  got  back  he  found  that  the  door  of  the  house  was 
as  wide  open  as  the  gates  of  the  park  had  been. 

**  There  is  something  uncanny  about  all  this,"  he 
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understand  it  with  old  Gilo/    ""'^      '"■    '  ''""'^ 

My  dear  George,"  interrupted  Katherine,  "almost 
anytlnng  can  be  accomplished  with  peonh    i 
only  go  about  it  the  right  wav  "  ^    ^   '  '^  ^°" 

1-st         It,:;;  :;^--^''-" -y  Old  English 
in  it."  ^    '  P''''"l"'  ^■°"  ">''S'"  l^e  interested 

"  Oh,  I  am.    But  I  mean   ;«n'*  *i 

and  they  sho;  T  m  LIIVV'^'"'''"^'"" ''"-• 
1^^'y  had  eloped  with  h!riot^  Ix'Tti  "'"'^  "  '"'^ 
of  that  kind  to  show  here  ?  "  '  "''^  ''"^"""S 

Miss  Earle  was  silent  for  a  (e^v  moments     '■  v,    •■ 
Bhe  saul,  "  I  am  afraid  they  have  "  ' 

"  Afraid  ?    Why,  that  is  perfectly  deliehtf,,!      ,v , 
the  younc  ladv  of  tl.    i  ■  """g'lUiii.     Did 

"Oh  ^     .;  "''  ^^^P'^  «■'"'  her  lover  •>■• 

Oh,  don't  talk  in  that  way,  Georce  "  T  '  •, 
"  Please  don't."  ^'    '''*  ^a"'- 

"  Well,  I  won't,  if  you  say  so.    I  admit  those  littl« 
episodes  generally  turn  out  badly     still 
acWwledge  that  they  add  a  gL^'inte  Xr:,' 
house  of  the  Elizabethan  age  like  this  r        °  "'  °'' 

"'"  E-l«  was  silent.    They  had,  by  this  time 
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gone  up  the  polished  stairway,  which  was  dimly 
lighted  by  a  large  window  of  stained  glass. 

"  Here  we  are  in  the  portrait  hall,"  said  Miss 
Earle.  "  Tliere  is  a  picture  here  that  I  have  never 
seen,  although  I  have  heard  of  it,  and  I  want  to  see 
it.  AVhere  is  it  ?  "  she  asked,  turning  to  the  house- 
keeper, who  had  been  following  them  up  the  stairs. 

"  This  way,  my  lady,"  answered  the  housekeeper, 
as  she  brought  them  before  a  painting  completely 
concealed  by  a  dark  covering  of  cloth. 

**  Why  is  it  covered  in  that  way  ?  To  keep  tha 
dust  from  it  ?  " 

The  housekeeper  hesitated  for  a  moment ;  then 
she  said — 

**  The  old  Sfiuire,  my  lady,  put  that  on  when  she 
left,  and  it  has  never  been  taken  off  since." 

*'  Then  take  it  off  at  once,"  demanded  Katherine 
Earle,  in  a  tone  that  astonished  Morris. 

The  housekeeper,  who  was  too  dignified  to  take 
down  the  covering  herself,  went  to  find  the  servant, 
but  Miss  Earle,  with  a  gesture  of  impatience,  grasped 
the  cloth  and  tore  it  from  its  place,  revealing  the 
full-length  portrait  of  a  young  lady. 

Morris  looked  at  the  portrait  in  astonishment,  and 
then  at  the  girl  by  his  side. 

*'  Why,  Katherine,"  he  cried,  **  it  is  your  picture!" 

The  young    lady  was   standing  with  her  hands 
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tightly  clenclicd  and  licr  lips  quivering  ^vith  nervous 
excitement.  There  were  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  she 
did  not  answer  her  lover  for  a  moment ;  then  she 
said— 

''  No,  it  is  not  my  picture.     This  is  a  portrait  of 
my  mother." 
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"  And  Woman,  Avitli  a  flaming'  lurch, 
Hin^s,  heedless,  in  a  powder-mine, 
ller  careless  smiles  they  warp  and  SL'orcli 

]Man's  heart,  as  tire  the  i)ine. 
Cuts  keener  than  jhe  llirnst  of  lanco 

ller  glance." 

The  trouble  about  this  story  is  that  it  really  has  no 
ending.  Taking  an  ocean  voyage  is  something  like 
picking  \\\}  an  interesting  novel,  and  reading  a  chapter 
in  the  middle  of  it.  The  passenger  on  a  big  steamer 
gets  glimpses  of  other  people's  lives,  but  he  doesn't 
know  what  the  beginning  was,  nor  what  the  ending 
will  be. 

The  last  time  I  saw  Mrs.  Tremain  she  was  looking 
over  her  shoulder  and  smiling  at  Glendenning  as  she 
walked  up  the  gangway  plank  at  Liverpool,  hanging 
affectionately  on  the  arm  of  her  husband.  I  said  to 
myself  at  the  time,  *'  You  silly  little  handsome  idiot, 
Lord  only  knows  what  trouble  you  will  cause  before 
flirting  has  lost  its  charm  for  you."  Personally  I 
would  like  to  have  shoved  Glendenning  off  the  gang- 
way plank  into  the  dark  Mersey ;  but  that  would  have 
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boon  against  the  la^vs  of  the  country  on  which  ^Ye 
wore  then  landing. 

!Mrs.  Tremain  was  a  woman  whom  other  women 
(lid  not  like,  and  whom  men  did.  Glendenning  was 
a  man  that  the  average  man  detested,  but  he  was 
a  great  favourite  with  the  ladies. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  sensation  Mrs.  Tremain 
caused  when  she  first  entered  the  saloon  of  our 
steamer.  I  wish  I  were  able  to  describe  accurately 
just  how  she  was  dressed ;  for  her  dress,  of  course, 
had  a  great  deal  to  do  with  her  appearance,  notwith- 
standing the  fact  that  she  was  one  of  the  loveliest 
women  I  ever  saw  in  my  life.  But  it  would  require 
a  woman  to  describe  her  dress  with  accuracy,  and 
I  am  afraid  any  w'oman  who  was  on  board  the 
steamer  that  trip  would  decline  to  help  me.  Women 
were  in  the  habit  of  sniffing  when  Mrs.  Tremain's 
name  was  mentioned.  Much  can  be  expressed  by 
a  woman's  sniff.  All  that  I  can  say  about  Mrs.  Tre- 
main's dress  is  that  it  was  of  some  dark  material, 
brightly  shot  with  threads  of  gold,  and  that  she  had 
looped  in  some  way  over  her  shoulders  and  around 
her  waist  a  very  startlingly  coloured  silken  scarf,  while 
over  her  hair  was  thrown  a  black  lace  arrangement 
that  reached  down  nearly  to  her  feet,  giving  her 
a  half- Spanish  appearance.  A  miUtary-looking  gen- 
tleman, at  Icf^st  twice  her  ago,  was  walking  beside 
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her.  He  was  as  grave  and  sober  as  she  appeared 
light  and  frivolous,  and  she  walked  by  his  side  with 
a  peculiar  elastic  step,  that  seemed  hardly  to  touch 
the  carpet,  laughing  and  talking  to  him  just  as  if 
fifty  pair  of  eyes  were  not  riveted  upon  her  as  the 
pair  entered.  Everybody  thought  her  a  Spanish 
woman;  but,  as  it  turned  out  afterward,  she  was 
of  Spanish-Mexican-American  origin,  and  whatever 
beauty  there  is  in  those  three  nationalities  seemed  to 
be  blended  in  some  subtle,  perfectly  indescribable 
way  in  the  face  and  figure  of  Mrs.  Tremain. 

The  grave  military-looking  gentleman  at  her  side 
was  Captain  Tremain,  her  husband,  although  in 
reality  he  was  old  enough  to  be  her  father.  He  was 
a  captain  in  the  United  States  army,  and  had  been 
stationed  at  some  fort  near  the  Mexican  border  where 
he  met  the  young  girl  whom  he  made  his  wife.  She 
had  seen  absolutely  nothing  of  the  world,  and  they 
were  now  on  their  wedding  trip  to  Europe,  the  first 
holiday  he  had  taken  for  many  a  year. 

In  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time  Mrs.  Tremain 
wns  the  acknowledged  belle  of  the  ship.  She  could 
not  have  been  more  than  nineteen  or  twenty  years 
of  age,  yet  she  was  as  perfectly  at  her  ease,  and  as 
thoroughly  a  lady  as  if  she  had  been  accustomed  to 
palaces  and  castles  for  years.  It  was  astonishing  to 
see  how  naturally  she  took  to  it.     She  had  lived  all 
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her  life  in  a  rough  viHage  in  the  wilds  of  the  Soutli- 
AVest,  yet  she  had  the  bearhig  of  a  duchess  or  a  queen. 
The  second  day  out  she  walked  the  deck  with  the 
captain,  which,  as  everybody  knows,  is  a  very  great 
honour.     She  always  had  a  crowd  of  men  around 
her,  and  apparently  did  not  care  the  snap  of  her 
pretty  fingers  whether  a  woman  on  board  spoke  to 
her  or  not.     Her  husband  was  one  of  those  slow- 
going,  sterling  men  whom  you  meet  now  and  again, 
with  no  nonsense  about  him,  and  with  a  perfect  trust 
in   his  young  wife.      He  was  delighted  to   see  her 
enjoying  her  voyage  so  well,  and  proud  of  the  uni- 
versal court   that  was  paid  to  her.      It    »vas  quite 
evident  to  everybody  on  board  but  himself  that  Mrs. 
Tremain  was   a   born   coquette,   and    the  way  she 
could  use  those  dark,  languishing,  Spanish-Mexican 
eyes  of  hers  was  a  lesson  to  flirts  all  the  world  over. 
It  didn't,  apparently,  so  much  matter  as  long  as  her 
smiles  were  distributed  pretty  evenly  over  the  whole 
mascuhne  portion  of  the  ship.     But  by-and-by  things 
began  to  simmer  down  until  the  smiles  were  con- 
centrated on  the  most  utterly  objectionable  man  on 
board— Glendenning.    She  walked  the  deck  with  him, 
she  sat  in  cozy  corners  of  the  saloon  with  him,  when 
there  were  not  many  people  there,  and  at  night  they 
placed  their  chairs  in  a  little  corner  of  the  deck  where 
the  electric  light  did  not  shine.    One  by  one  the  other 
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admirers  dropped  off,  and  left  her  almost  entirely  to 
Glendenninj^. 

Of  all  those  of  us  "who  were  deserted  by  Mrs. 
Tremain  none  took  it  so  hard  as  young  Howard  of 
Brooklyn.  1  liked  Howard,  for  he  was  so  palpably  and 
irretrievably  young,  through  no  fault  of  his  own,  and 
so  thoroughly  ashamed  of  it.  Ho  wished  to  be 
considered  a  man  of  the  world,  and  he  had  grave 
opinions  on  great  questions,  and  his  opinions  were 
ever  so  much  more  settled  and  firm  than  those  of  us 
older  people. 

Young  Howard  confided  a  good  deal  in  me,  and 
even  went  so  far  one  time  as  to  ask  if  I  thought  he 
appeared  very  young,  and  if  I  would  believe  he  was 
really  as  old  as  he  stated. 

I  told  him  frankly  I  had  taken  him  to  be  a  very 
much  older  man  than  that,  and  the  only  thing  about 
him  I  didn't  like  was  a  certain  cynicism  and  know- 
ledge of  the  world  which  didn't  look  well  in  a  man  who 
ought  to  be  thinking  about  the  serious  things  of  life. 
After  this  young  Howard  confided  in  me  even  more 
than  before.  He  said  that  he  didn't  care  for  Mrs. 
Tremain  in  that  sort  of  way  at  all.  She  was  simply 
an  innocent  child,  with  no  knowledge  of  the  world 
whatever,  such  as  he  and  I  possessed.  Her  husband 
— and  in  this  I  quite  agreed  with  him — had  two  bad 
qualities  :   in  the  first  place  he  was  too  easy  going 
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at  the  present,  and  in  the  second  place  he  was  one  of 
those  quiet  men  who  would  do  something  terrihle  if 
once  he  were  aroused. 

One  da}^  as  young  Howard  and  I  walked  the  deck 
together,  he  hurst  out  with  this  extraordinary  senti- 
ment— 

"All  women,"  he  said,  "  arc  canting  hypocrites." 

"  When  a  man  says  that,"  I  answered,  *'he  means 
some  particular  woman.  What  woman  have  you  in 
your  eye,  Howard  ?  " 

*'  No,  I  mean  all  women.  All  the  women  on  hoard 
this  boat,  for  instance." 

"Except  one,  of  course,"  I  said. 

"Yes,"  he  answ^ered,  "except  one.  Look  at  the 
generality  of  women,"  he  cried  bitterly;  "especially 
those  who  are  what  they  call  philanthropic  and  good. 
They  will  fuss  and  mourn  over  some  drunken  wretch 
who  cannot  be  reclaimed,  and  would  be  no  use  if  he 
could,  and  they  will  spend  their  time  and  sympathy 
over  some  creature  bedraggled  in  the  slums,  whose 
only  hope  can  be  death,  and  that  as  soon  as  possible, 
yet  not  one  of  them  will  lift  a  finger  to  save  a  fellow 
creature  from  going  over  the  brink  of  ruin.  They 
will  turn  their  noses  in  the  air  when  a  word  from 
them  would  do  some  good,  and  then  they  will  spend 
their  time  fussing  and  weeping  over  somebody  that 
nothing  on  earth  can  help." 
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**Now,  IIo\Yar(l,"  I  said,  **  that's  your  cynicism 
•which  I've  so  often  deplored.  Come  down  to  phiin 
language,  and  tell  me  what  you  mean  ?  " 

*'  Look  at  the  women  on  board  this  steamer,"  he 
cried  indignantly.  "  There's  pretty  little  Mrs. 
Tremain,  who  seems  to  have  become  fascinated  by 
that  scoundrel  Glendenning.  Any  person  can  see 
what  kind  of  a  man  he  is— any  one  but  an  innocent 
child,  such  as  Mrs.  Tremain  is.  Now,  no  man  can 
help.  What  she  needs  is  some  good  kindly  woman 
to  take  her  by  the  hand  and  give  her  a  word  of 
warning.  Is  there  a  woman  on  board  of  this  steamer 
who  will  do  it?  Not  one.  They  see  as  plainly  as 
any  one  else  how  things  are  drifting ;  but  it  takes  a 
man  who  has  murdered  his  wife  to  get  sympathy  and 
flowers  from  the  modern  so-called  lady." 

"  Didn't  you  ever  hear  of  the  man,  Howard,  who 
made  a  large  sum  of  money,  I  forget  at  the  moment 
exactly  how  much,  by  minding  his  own  business  ?  " 

*'  Oh  yes,  it's  all  very  well  to  talk  like  that ;  but  I 
would  like  to  pitch  Glendenning  overboard." 

"  I  admit  that  it  would  be  a  desirable  thing  to  do, 
but  if  anybody  is  to  do  it,  it  is  Captain  Tremain  and 
not  you.     Are  you  a  married  man,  Howard  ?  " 

"  No,"  answered  Howard,  evidently  very  much 
flattered  by  the  question. 

**  Well,  you  see,  a  person  never  can  tell  on  board 
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ship ;  but,  if  you  licappen  to  be,  it  seems  to  me  that 
you  wouldn't  care  for  any  outsitler  to  interfere  in  a 
matter  such  as  we  are  discussing.  At  any  rate  Mrs. 
Tremain  is  a  married  woman,  and  I  can't  see  what 
interest  you  should  have  in  her.  Take  my  advice 
and  leave  her  alone,  and  if  you  want  to  start  a 
reforming  crusade  among  women,  try  to  convert  the 
rest  of  the  ladies  of  the  ship  to  be  more  charitable 
and  speak  the  proper  word  in  time." 

**  You  may  sneer  as  much  as  you  like,"  answered 
young  Howard,  "  but  I  will  tell  you  what  I  am  going 
to  do.  'Two  is  company,  and  three  is  none';  I'm 
going  to  make  the  third,  as  far  as  Mrs.  Tremain  and 
Glendenning  are  concerned." 

**  Supposing  she  objects  to  that  ?  " 

''Very  likely  she  will;  I  don't  care.  The  voyage 
lasts  only  a  few  days  longer,  and  I  am  going  to  make 
the  third  party  at  any  tetc-a-ittc:' 

''Dangerous  business,  Howard;  first  thing,  you 
know,  Glendenning  will  be  wa?iting  to  throw  jjoa 
overboard." 

"  I  would  like  to  see  him  try  it,"  said  the  young 
fellow,  clenching  his  list. 

And  young  Howard  was  as  good  as  his  word.  It 
was  very  interesting  to  an  onlooker  to  see  the  way 
the  different  parties  took  it.  Mrs.  Tremain  seemed 
to  be  partly  amused  with  the  boy,  and  think  it  all 
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rather  good  fun.  Glcnclcniiing  Bcowled  somewhat, 
and  tried  to  bo  silent ;  but,  finding  that  made  no 
particular  difference,  began  to  malve  allusions  to  the 
extreme  youth  of  young  Howard,  and  seemed  to  try 
to  provoke  him,  which  laudable  intention,  to  young 
Howard's  great  credit,  did  not  succeed. 

One  evening  I  came  down  the  forward  narrow 
staircase,  that  leads  to  the  long  corridor  running 
from  the  saloon,  and  met,  under  the  electric  light  at 
the  foot,  Mrs.  Tremain,  young  Howard,  and  Glen- 
denning.  They  were  evidently  about  to  ascend  the 
stairway;  but,  seeing  me  come  down,  they  paused,  and 
I  stopped  for  a  moment  to  have  a  chat  with  them, 
and  see  how  things  were  going  on. 

Glendenning  said,  addressing  me,  "  Don't  you  think 
it's  time  for  children  to  be  in  bed  ?  " 

"U  you  mean  me,"  I  answ^ered,  "I  am  just  on 
my  way  there." 

Mrs.  Tremain  and  young  Howard  laughed,  and 
Glendenning  after  that  ignored  both  Howard  and 
myself. 

Ho  said  to  IMrs.  Tremain,  "  I  never  noticed  you 
wearing  that  ring  before.  It  is  a  very  strange 
ornament." 

"Yes,"  answered  Mrs.  Tremain,  turning  it  round 
and  round.  "  This  is  a  Mexican  charmed  ring. 
There  is  a  secret  about  it,  see  if  you  can  find  it  out." 
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And  with  that  she  pulled  off  the  ring,  and  handed  it 
to  Glendenning. 

"You  ou^ht  to  give  it  to  him  as  a  Ivecpsalvo,"  said 
young  Howard,  aggressively.  "  The  ring,  I  notice,  is 
a  couple  of  snakes  twisted  together." 

"  Little  hoys,"  said  Mrs.  Tremain,  laughing, 
"  shouldn't  make  remarks  like  that.  Thev  lead  to 
trouhle." 

Young  Howard  flushed  angrily  as  Mrs.  Tremain 
said  this.  He  did  not  seem  to  mind  it  when  Glen- 
denning accused  him  of  his  youth,  hut  he  didn't  like 
it  coming  from  her. 

Meanwhile  Glendenning  was  examining  the  ring, 
and  suddenly  it  came  apart  in  his  hand.  The  coils 
of  the  snake  w^ere  still  linked  together,  hut  instead 
of  composing  one  solid  ring  they  could  now  he  spread 
several  inches  apart  like  the  links  of  a  golden  chain. 
Mrs.  Tremain  turned  pale,  and  gave  a  little  shriek, 
as  she  saw  this. 

''  Put  it  together  again,"  she  cried  ;  *'  put  it  together 
quickly." 

*'  What  is  the  matter?"  said  Glendenning,  looking 
up  at  her.  She  was  standing  two  or  three  steps 
ahove  him  ;  Glendenning  was  at  the  hottom  of  the 
stair;  yoir^^  Howard  stood  on  the  same  step  as 
Mrs.  Tremain,  and  I  was  a  step  or  two  aljove  them. 

"Put  it  together,"  cried  Mrs.  Tremain  again. 
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"  1  am  trying  to,"  said  Glenclenuing,  ''  is  there  a 
sprin^:-  somewhere  ?  " 

''Oh,  I  cannot  tell  you,"  she  answered,  nervously 
clasping  and  unclasj)ing  her  hands;  ''but  if  you  do 
not  put  it  together  without  help,  that  means  very 
great  ill-luck  for  both  you  and  me." 

"Does it?"  said  Glendenning,  looking  up  at  her 
^vith  a  peculiar  glance,  quite  ignoring  our  presence. 

"Yes,  it  does,"  she  said;  "try  your  best  to  put 
that  ring  together  as  you  found  it."  It  was  quite 
evident  that  Mrs.  Tremain  had  all  the  superstition 
of  Mexico. 

Glendenning  fumbled  with  the  ring  one  way  and 
another,  and  finally  said,  "I  cannot  put  it  together." 

"Let  me  try,"  said  3'oung  Howard. 

"  No,  no,  that  will  do  no  good."  Saying  which  Mrs. 
Tremain  snatched  the  links  from  Glendenning, 
slipped  them  into  one  ring  again,  put  it  on  her  finger, 
and  dashed  quickly  up  the  stairs  without  saying  a 
word  of  good  night  to  any  of  us. 

Glendenning  was  about  to  proceed  up  the  stair 
after  her,  when  young  Howard  very  ostentatiously 
placed  himself  directly  in  his  path.  Glendenning 
seemed  to  hesitate  for  a  moment,  then  thought  better 
of  it,  turned  on  his  heel  and  walked  down  the  passage 
towards  the  saloon. 

"  Look  here,  Howard,"  I  said,  "you  are  going  to 
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get  yourself  into  trouble.  There's  sure  to  be  a  fuss 
on  board  this  steamer  before  we  reach  Liverpool." 

"I  wouldn't  be  at  all  surprised,"  answered  young 
Howard. 

**Well,  do  you  think  it  will  be  quite  fair  to  Mrs. 
Trcmain  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  I  shan't  bring  her  name  into  the  matter." 

''  The  trouble  will  be  to  keep  her  name  out.  It 
may  not  be  in  your  power  to  do  that.  A  person 
who  interferes  in  other  people's  affairs  must  do  so 
with  tact  and  caution." 

Young  Howard  looked  up  at  me  with  a  trace  of 
resentment  in  his  face.  "  Aren't  you  interfering 
now  ?  "  he  said. 

"You  are  quite  right,  I  am.  Goodnight."  And 
I  went  up  the  stairway.  Howard  shouted  after  me, 
bui  I  did  not  sec  him  again  that  night. 

Next  day  we  were  nearing  (Jueenstown,  and,  as  I 
had  letters  to  write,  I  saw  nothing  of  young  Howard 
till  the  evening.  I  found  him  unreasonably  contrite 
for  what  he  had  said  to  me  the  night  before ;  and 
when  I  told  him  he  had  merely  spoken  the  truth, 
and  was  quite  justified  in  doing  so,  he  seemed  more 
miserable  than  ever. 

**Come,"  he  said,  ''let  us  have  a  walk  on  the 
deck." 

It  was  between  nine  and  ten  o'clock ;  and  when 
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we  got  out  on  the  deck,  I  said  to  him,  "  Without 

wishing  to  interfere  any  further " 

*'  Now,  don't  say  that,"  he  cried  ;  "  it  is  cruel." 
**  Well,  I  merely  wanted  to  know  where  your  two 
charges  are." 

*'  I  don't  know,"  he  answered,  in  a  husky  whisper ; 
"they  arc  not  in  the  usual  corner  to-night,  and  I 
don't  know  where  they  are." 

"  She  is  prohahly  with  her  hushand,"  I  suggested. 
"  No,  he  is  down  in  the  saloon  reading." 
As  young  Howard  was  somewhat  i)rone  to  get 
<"  phatic  wl  n  he  began  to  talk  upon  this  subject, 
.aid  as  there  was  always  a  danger  of  other  people  over- 
hearing what  he  said,  I  drew  him  away  to  a  more 
secluded  part  of  the  ship.  On  this  particular  boat 
there  was  a  wheelhouse  aft  unused,  and  generally 
filled  up  with  old  steamer  chairs.  A  narrow  passage 
led  around  this  at  the  curving  stern,  seldom  used  by 
promenaders  because  of  certain  obstructions  which, 
in  the  dark,  were  apt  to  trip  a  person  up.  Chains 
or  something  went  from  this  wheelhouse  to  the  sides 
of  the  ship,  and,  being  covered  up  by  boxes  of  plank, 
made  this  part  of  the  deck  hard  to  travel  on  in  the 
dark.  As  we  went  around  this  narrow  passage 
young  Howard  was  the  first  to  stop.  He  clutched 
my  arm,  but  said  nothing.  There  in  the  dark  was 
the  faint  outline  of  two  persons,  with  their  backs 
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towards  ns,  leaning  over  the  stern  of  the  ship. 
The  vibration  at  this  part  of  the  boat,  from  the 
throbbing  of  the  screw,  made  it  impossible  for  them 
to  hear  our  approach.  They  doubtless  thought  they 
were  completely  in  the  dark ;  but  they  were  deluded 
in  that  idea,  because  the  turmoil  of  the  water  left  a 
brilliant  phosphorescent  belt  far  in  the  rear  of  the 
ship,  and  against  this  bright,  faintly  yellow  luminous 
track  their  forms  were  distinctly  outlined.  It  needed 
no  second  glance  to  sec  that  the  two  were  Glen- 
denning  and  Mrs.  Trcmain.  Her  head  rested  on  his 
shoulder,  and  his  arm  was  around  her  waist. 

"  Let  us  get  back,"  I  said  in  a  whisper  ;  and,  some- 
what to  my  surprise,  young  Howard  turned  back 
with  me.  I  felt  his  hand  trembling  on  my  arm,  but 
he  said  nothing.  Before  we  could  say  a  word  to  each 
other  a  sudden  and  unexpected  complication  arose. 
We  met  Captain  Tremain,  with  a  shawl  on  his  arm, 
coming  towards  us. 

"Good  evening,  captain,"  I  said;  "have  a  turn 
on  the  deck  with  us  ?  " 

"  No,  thanks,"  he  replied,  "  I  am  looking  for  my 
^Yife.  I  want  to  give  her  this  shawl  to  put  over  her 
shoulders.  She  is  not  accustomed  to  such  chilly 
weather  as  we  are  now  running  into,  and  I  am  afraid 
she  may  take  cold." 

All  this  time  young  Howard  stood  looking  at  him 
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"with  a  startled  expression  in  Lis  eyes,  and  his  lower 
jaw  dropped.  I  was  afraid  Captain  Tremain  would 
sec  him,  and  wonder  what  was  the  matter  with  the 
boy.  I  tried  to  bring  him  to  himself  by  stamping 
my  heel — not  too  gently — on  his  toes,  but  he  turned 
his  face  in  the  semi-darkness  toward  me  without 
changing  its  expression.  The  one  idea  that  had 
taken  possession  of  my  mind  was  that  Captain 
Tremain  must  not  be  allowed  to  go  further  aft 
than  he  was,  and  I  tried  by  looks  and  nudges  to  tell 
young  Howard  to  go  back  and  give  her  warning,  but 
the  boy  seemed  to  be  comx^letcly  dazed  with  the 
unexpected  horror  of  the  situation.  To  have  this 
calm,  stern,  unsuspecting  man  come  suddenly  upon 
what  we  had  seen  at  the  stern  of  the  boat  was  simply 
appalling  to  think  of.  He  certainly  would  have 
killed  Glendenning  where  he  stood,  and  very  likely 
Mrs.  Tremain  as  well.  As  Captain  Tremain  essayed 
to  pass  us  I  collected  my  wits  as  well  as  I  could,  and 
said — 

"Oh,  by  the  way,  captain,  I  wanted  to  speak  to 
you  about  Mexico.  Do  you — do  you — think  that  it 
is  a  good — er — place  for  investment  ?  " 

"Well,"  said  Captain  Tremain,  pausing,  "I  am  not 
80  sure  about  that.  You  see,  their  Government  is 
so  very  unstable.  The  country  itself  is  rich  enough 
in  mineral  wealth,  if  that  is  what  you  moan." 
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All  the  while  Howcarcl  stood  there  with  his  mouth 
agape,  and  I  felt  like  shoving  my  fist  into  it. 

"  Here,  Howard,"  I  said,  *'  I  want  to  speak  to 
Captain  Tremain  for  a  moment.  Take  this  shawl 
and  find  Mrs.  Tremain,  and  give  it  to  her."  Saying 
this,  I  took  the  shawl  from  the  captain's  arm  and 
threw  it  at  young  Howard.  He  appeared  then  to 
realise,  for  the  first  time,  what  was  expected  of  him, 
and,  giving  me  a  grateful  look,  disappeared  toward 
the  stern. 

"  What  I  wanted  more  particularly  to  know  about 
Mexico,"  I  said  to  the  captain,  who  made  no  objcc- 
tinn  to  this  move,  "  was  whether  there  would  be  any 
more — well,  likely  to  have  trouble — whether  we  would 
have  trouble  with  them  in  a  military  way,  you  know 
— that's  more  in  your  line." 

"  Oh,  I  think  not,"  said  the  captain.  *'  Of  course, 
on  the  boundary  where  we  were,  there  was  always 
more  or  less  trouble  with  border  ruflians,  sometimes 
on  one  side  of  the  line  and  sometimes  on  the  other. 
There  is  a  possibility  alwpys  that  complications  may 
arise  from  that  sort  of  thing.  Our  officers  might  go 
over  into  the  Mexican  territory  and  seize  a  desperado 
there,  or  they  might  come  over  into  ours.  Still,  I 
don't  think  anything  will  happen  to  bring  on  a  war 
such  as  we  had  once  or  twice  with  Mexico." 

At  this  moment  I  was  appalled  to  hear  Glen- 
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(lenning's  voice    ring  out    above  the   noise  of  tlio 
vibration  of  the  vessel. 

*'What  do  you  mean  b}' that,  yo\.  =5counclrel,"  he 
said. 

**  Hallo,"  exclaimed  the  captain,  "  tlicre  seems  to 
be  a  row  back  there.     I  wonder  what  it  is  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  nothing  serious,  I  imagine.  Probably  some 
steerage  passengers  have  come  on  the  cabin  deck. 
I  heard  them  having  a  row  with  some  one  to-day  on 
that  score.    Let's  walk  away  from  it." 

The  captain  took  my  arm,  and  we  strolled  along 
the  deck  while  he  gave  me  a  great  deal  of  valuable 
information  about  Mexico  and  the  state  of  things 
along  the  border  line,  which  I  regret  to  say  I  cannot 
remember  a  word  of.  The  impressions  of  a  man  who 
has  been  on  the  spot  are  always  worth  hearing,  but 
my  ears  were  strained  to  catch  a  repetition  of  the 
angry  cry  I  had  heard,  or  the  continuation  of  the 
quarrel  which  it  certainly  seemed  to  be  the  beginning 
of.  As  we  came  up  the  deck  again  we  met  young 
Howard  with  the  shawl  still  on  his  arm  and  Mrs. 
Tremain  walking  beside  him.  She  was  laughing  in 
a  somewhat  hysterical  manner,  and  his  face  was  as 
pale  as  ashes  with  a  drawn  look  about  the  corners  of 
his  lips,  but  the  captain's  eyes  were  only  on  his  wife* 

"  Why  don't  you  put  on  the  shawl,  my  dear  ?  "  he 
said  to  her  affectionately. 
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''  The  ftliawl  ?  "  she  answered.  Then,  seeing;  it  on 
young  Howard's  arm,  slio  lannhed,  and  said,  ''ITo 
never  offered  it  to  me."  .   • 

Young  Howard  made  haste  to  place  tlie  shawl  on 
her  shoulders,  which  she  arranged  around  herself  in 
a  very  coquettish  and  chai.aing  way.  Then  she  took 
her  husband's  arm. 

*'  Good  night,"  she  said  to  me  ;  ''  good  night,  and 
thanks,  Mr.  Howard." 

*'  Good  night,"  said  the  captain  ;  ''  I  will  tell  you 
more  about  that  mine  to-morrow." 

We  watched  them  disappear  towards  the  com- 
panion-way. I  drew  young  Howard  towards  the  side 
of  the  boat. 

*'What  happened?"  I  asked  eagerly.  ''Did  you 
have  trouble  ?  " 

"Very  nearly,  I  made  a  slip  of  the  tongue.  I 
called  her  Mrs.  Glendenning." 

*' You  called  her  what?'' 

'•  I  said,  '  Mrs.  Glendenning,  your  husband  is  look- 
ing for  you.'  I  had  come  right  up  behind  them,  and 
they  hadn't  heard  me,  and  of  course  both  w^ere  very 
much  startled.  Glendenning  turned  round  and 
shouted,  'What  do  you  mean  by  that,  you  scoundrel?' 
and  caught  me  by  the  throat.  She  instantly  sprang 
between  us,  pushing  him  toward  the  stern  of  the  boat, 
and  me  against  the  wheelhouse. 
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***Hush,  hush,'  she  whispered;  'you  mean,  IVFr. 
Howard,  that  my  husband  is  there,  do  you  not  ? ' 

'**Yes,'  I  answered,  'and  he  will  ho  here  in  a 
moment  unless  you  come  with  me.'  With  that  she 
said  '  Good  night,  Mr.  Glendenning,'  and  took  my 
arm,  and  he,  like  a  thief,  slunk  away  round  the  other 
side  of  the  wheelhouse.  I  was  very  much  agitated. 
I  suppose  I  acted  like  a  fool  when  we  met  the  captain, 
didn't  I  ?  " 

"  You  did,"  I  answered  ;  "  go  on." 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Tremain  saw  that,  and  she  laughed 
at  me,  although  I  could  see  she  was  rather  disturbed 
herself." 

Some  time  that  night  we  touched  at  Queenstown, 
and  next  evening  we  were  in  Liverpool.  When  the 
inevitable  explosion  came,  I  have  no  means  of  know- 
ing, and  this,  as  I  have  said  before,  is  a  story  without 
a  conclusion. 

Mrs.  Tremain  the  next  day  was  as  bright  and  jolly 
as  ever,  and  the  last  time  I  saw  her,  she  was  smiling 
over  her  shoulder  at  Glendenning,  and  not  paying 
the  slightest  attention  to  either  her  husband  on  whose 
arm  she  hung,  or  to  young  Howard,  who  was  hover- 
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SHARE  AND  SHARE  ALIKE. 

"  The  quick  must  haste  to  veugeauce  tabte, 
For  time  is  on  his  head ; 
But  he  can  wait  at  the  door  of  fate, 
Though  the  stay  be  long  and  the  hour  bo  hito— 
The  dead." 

Melville  Haiidlock  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room 
with  his  feet  wide  apart  and  his  hands  in  his  trousers 
pockets,  a  characteristic  attitude  of  his.  He  gave  a 
quick  glance  at  the  door,  and  saw  with  relief  that 
the  key  was  in  the  lock,  and  that  the  bolt  prevented 
anybody  coming  in  unexpectedly.  Then  he  gazed 
once  more  at  the  body  of  his  friend,  which  lay  in 
such  a  helpless-looking  attitude  upon  the  floor.  He 
looked  at  the  body  with  a  feeling  of  mild  curiosity, 
and  wondered  what  there  was  about  the  lines  of  the 
figure  on  the  floor  that  so  certainly  betokened  death 
rather  than  sleep,  even  though  the  face  was  turned 
away  from  him.  He  thought,  perhaps,  it  might 
be  the  hand  with  its  back  to  the  floor  and  its 
palm  towards  the  ceiling;  there  was  a  certain  look 
of  hopelessness  about  that.  He  resolved  to  in- 
vestigate the  subject  some  time  when  he  had  leisure. 
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Tlicn  bis  thoughts  turned  towards  the  subject  of 
murder.  It  was  so  easy  to  kill,  be  felt  no  pride  in 
having  been  able  to  accomplish  that  much.  Cut  it 
was  not  everybody  who  could  escape  the  consequences 
of  his  crime.  It  required  an  acute  brain  to  plan 
after  events  so  tiiat  shrewd  detectives  would  be 
baffled.  There  was  a  complacent  conceit  about 
Melville  Hardlock,  which  was  as  much  a  part  of  him 
as  his  intense  selfishness,  and  this  conceit  led  him 
to  believe  that  the  future  path  he  had  outlined  for 
himself  would  not  be  followed  by  justice. 

With  a  sigh  Melville  suddenly  seemed  to  realise 
that  while  there  was  no  necessity  for  undue  haste, 
yet  it  was  not  wise  to  be  too  leisurely  in  some  things, 
so  he  took  his  hands  from  his  pockets  and  drew  to 
the  middle  of  the  floor  a  large  Saratoga  trunk.  He 
threw  the  heavy  lid  open,  and  in  doing  so  showed 
that  the  trunk  was  empty.  Picking  up  the  body  of 
his  friend,  which  he  was  surprised  to  note  was  so 
heavy  and  troublesome  to  handle,  ho  with  some 
difhculty  doubled  it  up  so  that  it  slipped  into  the 
trunk.  He  piled  on  top  of  it  some  old  coats,  vests, 
newspapers,  and  other  miscellaneous  articles  until 
the  space  above  the  body  was  filled.  Then  he  pressed 
down  the  lid  and  locked  it;  fastening  the  catches 
at  each  end.  Two  stout  straps  were  now  placed 
around  the  trunk  and  firmly  buckled  after  he  had 
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drawn  them  as  tight  as  possible.  Finally  ho  damped 
the  gura  side  of  a  paper  label,  and  when  he  had 
pasted  it  on  the  end  of  the  trunk,  it  showed  the 
words  in  red  letters,  *'S.S.  Platonic,  cabin,  wanted." 
This  done,  Melville  threw  open  the  window  to  allow 
the  fumes  of  chloroform  to  dissipate  themselves  in 
the  outside  air.  He  placed  a  closed,  packed  and 
labelled  portmanteau  beside  the  trunk,  and  a  valiso 
beside  that  again,  which,  with  a  couple  of  handbags, 
made  up  his  luggage.  Then  he  unlocked  the  door, 
threw  back  the  bolt,  and,  having  turned  the  key  again 
from  the  outside,  strode  down  the  thickly-carpeted 
stairs  of  the  hotel  into  the  large  pillared  and  marble- 
floored  vestibule  where  the  clerk's  office  was.  Strolling 
lip  to  the  counter  behind  which  stood  the  clerk  of  the 
hotel,  he  shoved  his  key  across  to  that  functionary, 
who  placed  it  in  the  pigeon-hole  marked  bv  the 
number  of  his  room. 

''Did  my  friend  leave  for  the  West  last  night,  do 
you  know?" 

"Yes,"  answered  the  ckik,  ''he  paid  his  lull  and 
left.     Haven't  you  seen  him  since  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  Hardlock. 

''Well,  he'll  be  disappointed  about  that,  because 
he  told  me  he  expected  to  see  you  before  he  left, 
and  w'uld  call  up  at  your  room  later.  I  suppose 
he   didn't    have   time.     By    the    way,   he  said  you 
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were  going  back   to   England  to-morrow.     Is  that 
so?" 

"Yes,  I  sail  on  the  Platonic.  I  suppose  I  can 
have  my  luggage  sent  to  the  steamer  from  here 
without  further  trouble  ?  " 

"Oh,  certainly,"  answered  the  clerk;  *' how  many 
pieces  are  there  ?    It  will  be  fifty  cents  each." 

"Very  well;  just  put  that  down  in  my  bill  with 
the  rest  of  the  expenses,  and  let  me  have  it  to-night. 
I  will  settle  when  I  come  in.  Five  pieces  of  luggage 
altogether." 

"  Very  good.  You'll  have  breakfast  to-morrow,  I 
suppose  ?" 

"Yes,  the  boat  does  not  leave  till  nine  o'clock." 

"Very  well;  better  call  you  about  seven,  Mr. 
Hardlock.     Will  you  have  a  carriage  ?  " 

"No,  I  shall  walk  down  to  the  boat.  You  will  be 
sure,  of  course,  to  have  my  things  there  in  time." 

"  Oh,  no  fear  of  that.  They  will  be  on  the  steamer 
by  half-past  eight." 

"Thank  you." 

As  Mr.  Hardlock  walked  down  to  the  boat  next 
morning  he  thought  he  had  done  rather  a  clever 
thing  in  sending  his  trunk  in  the  ordinary  way  to 
the  steamer.  "  Most  people,"  he  said  to  himself, 
"would  have  made  the  mistake  of  being  too  careful 
about  it.     It  goes  along  in  the  ordinary  course  of 
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business.  If  anything  should  go  wrong  it  will  seem 
incredible  that  a  sane  man  would  send  such  a  package 
in  an  ordinary  express  waggon  to  be  dumped  about, 
as  they  do  dump  luggage  about  in  New  York." 

He  stood  by  the  gangway  on  the  steamer  watch- 
ing the  trunks,  valises,  and  portmanteaus  come  on 
board. 

**Stop!"  he  cried  to  the  man,  ''that  is  not  to  go 
down  in  the  hold;  I  want  it.  Don't  you  see  it's 
marked  *  wanted  ? '" 

"It  is  very  large,  sir,"  said  the  man;  ''it  will  fill 
up  a  state-room  by  itself." 

"  I  have  the  captain's  room,"  was  the  answer. 

So  the  man  flung  the  trunk  down  on  the  deck  with 
a  crash  that  made  even  the  cool  Mr.  Hardlock 
shudder. 

"Did  you  say  you  had  the  captain's  room,  sir?" 
asked  the  steward  standing  near. 

"Yes." 

"  Then  I  am  your  Ijcdroom  steward,"  was  the 
answer;  "I  will  see  that  the  trunk  is  put  in  all 
right." 

The  first  day  out  was  rainy  but  not  rough;  the 
second  day  was  fair  and  the  sea  smooth.  The 
second  night  Hardlock  remained  in  the  smoking-room 
until  the  last  man  had  left.  Then,  when  the  lights 
were  extinguished,  he  went  out  on  the  upper  deck, 


f- 


■^Ti- 


\ 


151 


SILUiE  AND   ^llAUE  ALIKE. 


»    i 


ulicrc  his  room  was,  and  walked  up  and  down 
smoking  his  cigar.  There  was  another  man  also 
walking  the  deck,  and  the  red  glow  of  his  cigar,  dim 
and  hright  alternately,  shone  in  the  darkness  like  a 
glow-worm. 

Ilardlock  wished  that  he  would  turn  in,  whoever  he 
"was.  Finally  the  man  flung  his  cigar  overboard  and 
went  down  the  stairway.  Hardlock  had  now  the 
dark  deck  to  himself.  lie  pushed  open  the  door  of 
his  room  and  turned  out  the  electric  light.  It  was 
only  a  few  steps  from  his  door  to  the  rail  of  the 
vessel  high  above  the  water.  Dimly  on  the  bridge 
he  saw  the  shadowy  figure  of  an  officer  walking  back 
and  forth.  Hardlock  looked  over  the  side  at  the 
phosphorescent  glitter  of  the  water  which  made  the 
black  ocean  seem  blacker  still.  The  sharp  ring  of 
the  bell  betokening  midnight  made  Melville  start  as 
if  a  hand  had  touched  him,  and  the  quick  beating  of 
his  heart  took  some  moments  to  subside.  **  I've 
been  smoking  too  much  to-day,"  he  said  to  himself. 
Then  looking  quickly  up  and  down  the  deck,  he 
walked  on  tip-toe  to  his  room,  took  the  trunk  by  its 
stout  leather  handle  and  pulled  it  over  the  lodge  in 
the  doorway.  There  were  small  wheels  at  tho 
bottom  of  the  trunk,  but  although  they  made  tho 
pulling  of  it  easy,  they  seemed  to  creak  witli  appalling 
loudness.     He  realised   the  fearful   weisht    of   the 
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trunk  as  he  lifted  the  end  of  it  up  on  the  raih  lie 
balanced  it  there  for  a  moment,  and  glanced  sharply 
around  him,  but  there  was  nothing  to  alarm  him. 
In  spite  of  his  natural  coolness,  he  felt  a  strange, 
haunting  dread  of  some  undefinable  disaster,  a  dread 
which  had  been  completely  absent  from  him  at  the 
timo  he  committed  the  murder.  He  shoved  off  the 
trunk  before  he  had  quite  intended  to  do  so,  and 
the  next  instant  he  nearly  bit  through  his  tongue 
to  suppress  a  groan  of  agony.  There  passed  half  a 
dozen  moments  of  supreme  pain  and  fear  before  ho 
realised  what  had  happened.  His  wrist  had  caught 
in  the  strap  handle  of  the  trunk,  and  his  shoulder 
was  dislocated.  His  right  arm  wa^  stretched  taut 
and  helpless,  like  a  rope  holding  up  the  frightful  and 
ever- increasing  weight  that  hung  between  him  and 
the  sea.  His  breast  was  pressed  against  the  rail 
and  his  left  hand  gripped  Hie  iron  stanchion  to  keep 
himself  from  going  over.  He  felt  that  his  feet  were 
slipping,  and  he  set  his  teeth  and  gripped  the  iron 
with  a  grasp  that  was  itself  liku  iron.  He  hoped 
the  trunk  would  slip  from  his  useless  wrist,  but  it 
resud  against  the  side  of  the  vessel,  and  the  longer 
it  hung  the  more  it  pressed  the  hard  strap  handle 
into  his  nerveless  flesh.  He  had  realised  f.'cm  the 
first  that  he  dare  not  cry  for  help,  and  his  breath 
came  hard  through  his  clenched  teeth  as  the  weight 
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grew  heavier  and  heavier.  Then,  with  his  eyes 
strained  by  the  fearful  pressure,  and  perhaps  dazzled 
by  the  glittering  phosphorescence  running  so  swiftly 
by  the  side  of  the  steamer  far  below,  he  seemed  to 
see  from  out  the  trunk  something  in  the  form  and 
semblance  of  his  dead  friend  quivering  like  summer 
heat  below  him.  Sometimes  it  was  the  shimmering 
phosphorescence,  then  again  it  was  the  wraith  hover- 
ing over  the  trunk.  Hardlock,  in  spite  of  his  agony, 
wondered  which  it  really  was ;  but  he  wondered  no 
longer  when  it  spoke  to  him. 

"Old  Friend,"  it  said,  "you  remember  our  compact 
when  we  left  England.  It  was  to  be  *  share  and 
share  alike,'  my  boy — *shai\3  and  share  alike.'  I 
have  had  my  share.    Come !  " 

Then  on  the  still  night  air  came  the  belated 
cry  for  help,  but  it  was  after  the  foot  had  slipped 
and  the  hand  had  been  wrenched  from  the  iron 
stanchion. 
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"A  simple  c'liild 
Tlmt  lightly  draws  its  breath, 
And  feels  its  life  in  every  linih, 
What  shonld  it  know  of "  kickintr  up  a  row. 

(XOTE.— Only  the  last  four  wonls  of  the  al)nve  p-ein  are  ehiimed 
!iH  ori<rinal.) 

"Then  Ameriea  deelared  wav  on  Endnnd."— ///.x/ory  of  IS  12. 

Lady,  not  feeling  particularly  well,  reclining  in  a 
steamer  chair,  covered  up  with  rugs.  Little  girl 
beside  her,  who  wants  to  know.  Gentleman  in  an 
adjoining  steamer  chair.  The  little  girl  begins  to 
speak. 

*'  And  do  you  have  to  pay  to  go  in,  mamma  ?  " 

**  Yes,  dear." 

*'How  much  do  you  have  to  pay?  As  much  as 
at  a  theatre  ?  " 

**0h,  you  need  not  pay  anything  particular— no 
set  sum,  you  know.  You  pay  just  what  you  can 
afford." 

*'  Then  it's  like  a  collection  at  church,  mamma?" 
"  Yes,  dear." 
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"  And  does  the  captain  got  the  monc}',  mamma  ?  " 
**  No,  dear ;  the  mono}-  goes  to  the  poor  orplians, 

I  think." 

''Where  are  the  orphans,  mamma  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  dear ;  I  think  they  are  in  Liverpool." 

''  Whose  orphans  are  they,  mamma  ?  " 

"  They  are  the  orphans  of  sailors,  dear." 

"  What  kind  of  sailors,  mamma  ?  " 

**  British  sailors,  darling." 

"  Aren't  there  any  sailors  in  America,  mamma  ?  " 

''  Oh  yes,  dear,  lots  of  them." 

And  do  they  have  any  orphans  ?  " 
'*  Yes,  dear ;  I  suppose  there  are  orphans  there  too." 
"  And  don't  they  get  any  of  the  money,  mamma  ?  " 
*'  I  am  sure  I  do  not   know,  dear.     By  the  way, 

^[r.  Daveling,  how  is  that  ?    Do  they  give  any  of 

the  money  to  American  orphans  ?  " 

''  I  believe  not,  madam.     Subscriptions  at  concerts 

given  on  board  British  steamers  are  of  course  donated 

entirely  to  the  Seamen's  Hospital  or  Orphanage  of 

Liverpool." 
*' Well,  that  doesn't  seem  to  be  quite  fair,  does  it? 

A  great  deal  of  the  money  is  subscribed  by  Americans." 
"  Yes,  madam,  that  is  perfectly  true." 
''  I  should  think  that  ten  Americans  cross  on  these 

lines  for  every  one  Englishman." 

*'  I   am   sure   I   do  not  know,  madam,  what  the 
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proportion  is.     The  Americans  are  great  travellers, 
so  are  the  English  too,  for  that  matter." 

"Yes;  but  I  saw  in  one  of  the  papers  that  this 
year  alone  over  a  hundred  thousand  persons  had 
taken  their  passage  from  New  York  to  England.  It 
seems  to  me,  that  as  all  of  them  contribute  to  the  re- 
ceipts of  the  concerts,  some  sort  of  a  division  should 
be  made." 

*'0h,  1  have  no  doubt  if  the  case  were  presented 
to  the  captain,  he  would  be  quite  willing  to  have 
part  of  the  proceeds  at  least  go  to  some  American 
seamen's  charity." 

*'  I  think  that  would  be  only  fair." 
Two  young  ladies,  arm  in  arm,  approach,  and  ask 
^Frs.  Pengo  how  she  is  feeling  to-da3\ 

]\rrs.  Pengo  replies  that  she  doesn't  suppose  she 
will  feel  an}'  better  as  long  as  this  rolling  of  the  ship 
continues. 

They  claim,  standing  there,  endeavouring  to  keep 
as  perpendicular  as  possible,  that  the  rolling  is 
somethiug  simply  awful. 

Then  the  lady  says  to  them,  *'  Do  you  know,  girls, 
that  all  the  money  subscribed  at  the  concerts  goes 
to  England?" 

*'  "Why,  no ;  I  thought  it  went  to  some  charity." 
"Oh,   it  (Iocs   go  to  a  charity.     It   goes  to   the 
Liverpool  Seamen's  Hospital." 
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''Well,  isn't  that  all  right?" 

"Yes,  it's  all  right  enough;  hut,  as  Sadie  was  just 
suggesting  now,  it  doesn't  seem  quite  fair,  when  there 
arc  orphans  of  sailors  helonging  to  America,  and  as 
long  as  such  large  sums  are  suhscrihed  hy  Americans, 
that  the  money  should  not  be  divided  and  part  of  it 
at  least  given  to  an  American  charity." 

"Why,  that  seems  perfectly  fair,  doesn't  it,  'Mv. 
Daveling  ?  " 

"Yes,  it  is  perfectly  fair.  I  was  just  suggesting 
that  perhaps  if  the  state  of  things  was  presented  to 
the  captain,  he  would  doubtless  give  a  portion  at 
least  of  the  proceeds  to  an  American  Seamen's  Home 
— if  such  an  institution  exists." 

"  Then,"  remarked  the  other  girl,  "  I  propose  wo 
form  a  committee,  and  interview  the  captain.  I 
think  that  if  Americans  subscribe  the  bulk  of  the 
money,  which  they  certainly  do,  they  should  have 
a  voice  in  the  disposal  of  it." 

This  was  agreed  to  on  all  hands,  and  so  began 
one  of  the  biggest  rows  that  ever  occurred  on 
board  an  Atlantic  liner.  Possibly,  if  the  captain 
had  had  any  tact,  and  if  he  had  not  been  so 
thoroughly  impressed  with  his  own  tremendous 
importance,  what  happened  later  on  would  not  have 
happened. 

The  lady  in  the  steamer  chair  took  little  part 
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in  the  matter,  in  fact  it  was  not  at  that  time 
assumed  to  be  of  any  importance  whatever ;  but  the 
two  young  American  girls  were  enthusiastic,  and 
they  spoke  to  several  of  the  passengers  about  it,  both 
American  and  English.  The  English  passengers  all 
recognised  the  justice  of  the  proposed  plan,  so  a 
committee  of  five  young  ladies,  and  one  young  gentle- 
man as  sj)okesman,  waited  upon  the  captain.  The 
young  ladies  at  first  had  asked  the  doctor  <^f  the  ship 
to  be  the  spokesman ;  but  when  the  doctor  heard  what 
the  proposal  was,  he  looked  somewhat  alarmed,  and 
stroked  his  moustache  thoughtfully. 

"I  don't  know  about  that,"  he  said;  "it  is  a 
little  unusual.  The  money  has  always  gone  to  the 
Liverpool  Seamen's  Hospital,  and — well,  you  see,  wo 
are  a  conservative  people.  We  do  a  thing  in  one 
way  for  a  number  of  years,  and  then  keep  on  doing 
it  because  we  have  always  done  it  in  that  way." 

'*Yes,"  burst  out  one  of  the  young  ladies,  ''that 
is  no  reason  why  an  unjust  thing  should  be  per- 
petuated. Merely  because  a  wrong  has  been  done  is 
no  reason  why  it  should  be  done  again." 

''True,"  said  the  doctor,  "true,"  fur  he  did  not 
wish  to  fall  out  with  the  young  lady,  who  was  very 
pretty;  "but,  you  see,  in  England  we  think  a  great 
deal  of  precedent." 

And  so  the  result   of  it  all  was  that  thu  doctor 
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demurred  at  going  to  see  the  captain  in  relation  to 
the  matter.  He  said  it  wouldn't  be  the  thing,  as  he 
was  an  official,  and  that  it  would  be  better  to  get 
one  of  the  passengers. 

I  w^as  not  present  at  the  interview,  and  of  course 
know  only  what  was  told  me  by  those  who  were 
there.  It  seems  that  the  captain  was  highly  offended 
at  being  approached  on  such  a  subject  at  all.  A 
captain  of  an  ocean  liner,  as  I  have  endeavoured 
to  show,  is  a  very  great  personage  indeed.  And 
sometimes  I  imagine  the  passengers  are  not  fully 
aware  of  this  fact,  or  at  least  they  do  not  show  it  as 
plainly  as  they  ought  to.  Anyhow,  the  committee 
thought  the  captain  had  been  exceedingly  gruff  with 
them,  as  well  as  just  a  trifle  impolite.  He  told  them 
that  the  money  from  the  concerts  had  always  gone  to 
the  Liverpool  Seamen's  Hospital,  and  always  would 
while  he  was  commanding  a  ship.  He  seemed  to 
infer  that  the  permission  given  them  to  hold  a  concert 
on  board  the  ship  was  a  very  great  concession,  and 
that  people  should  be  thankful  for  the  privilege  of 
contributing  to  such  a  worthy  object. 

So,  beginning  with  the  little  girl  who  wanted  to 
know,  and  ending  with  the  captain  who  commanded 
the  ship,  the  conflagration  was  started. 

Such  is  British  deference  to  authority  that,  as  soon 
as  the  captain's  decision  was  known,  those  who  had 
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liitherto  shown  an  open  mind  on  the  subject,  and 
even  those  who  had  expressed  themselves  as  favour- 
ing the  dividing  of  the  money,  claimed  that  the 
cai^tain*s  dictum  had  settled  the  matter.  Then  it 
was  that  every  passenger  had  to  declare  himself. 
"  Those  who  are  not  with  us,"  said  the  young  women, 
''are  against  us."  The  ship  was  almost  immediately 
divided  into  two  camps.  It  was  determined  to  form 
a  committee  of  Americans  to  take  the  money  received 
from  the  second  concert;  for  it  was  soon  resolved 
to  hold  two  concerts,  one  for  the  American  Sea- 
men's Orphans'  Home  and  the  other  for  that  at 
Liverpool. 

One  comical  thing  about  the  row  was,  that  nobody 
on  board  knew  whether  an  American  Seamen's 
Orphans'  Home  existed  or  not.  When  this  problem 
w^as  placed  before  the  committee  of  young  people, 
they  pooh-poohed  the  matter.  They  said  it  didn't 
make  any  difference  at  all ;  if  there  was  no  Seamen's 
Hospital  in  America,  it  was  quite  time  there  should 
be  one  ;  and  so  they  proposed  that  the  money  should 
be  given  to  the  future  hospital,  if  it  did  not  already 
exist. 

When  every  thing  was  prepared  for  the  second  concert 
there  came  a  bolt  from  the  blue.  It  was  rumoured 
round  the  ship  that  the  captain  had  refused  his 
permission  for  the  second  concert  to  be  held. 
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The  American  men,  who  had  up  to  date  looked 
with  a  certain  amused  indifference  on  the  efforts  of 
the  ladies,  now  rallied  and  held  a  meeting  in  the 
smoking-room.  Every  one  felt  that  a  crisis  had 
come,  and  that  the  time  to  let  loose  the  dogs  of  war 
— sea-dogs  in  this  instance — had  arrived.  A  com- 
mittee was  appointed  to  wait  upon  the  captain  next 
day.  The  following  morning  the  excitement  was  at 
its  lii{.,:v"'\;  pitch.  It  was  not  safe  for  an  American 
to  be  seen  conversing  with  an  Englishman,  or  vice 
versa. 

Eumour  had  it  at  first — in  fact  all  sorts  of  wild 
rumours  were  flying  around  the  whole  forenoon — 
that  the  captain  refused  to  see  the  delegation  of 
gentlemen  who  had  requested  audience  with  him. 
This  rumour,  however,  turned  out  to  be  incorrect, 
lie  received  the  delegation  in  his  room  with  one  or 
two  of  the  officers  standing  beside  him.  The  spokes- 
man said — 

"  Captain,  we  are  informed  that  you  have  con- 
cluded not  to  grant  permission  to  the  Americans  to 
hold  a  concert  in  aid  of  the  American  Seamen's 
Orphans'  Home.     We  wish  to  know  if  this  is  true  ?  " 

**  You  have  been  correctly  informed,"  replied  the 
captain. 

**  We  are  sorry  to  hear  that,"  answered  the 
spokesman.       *'  Perhaps    you    will    not    object    to 
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tell    us    on   what   grounds   you   liavo   refused   your 
permission  ?  " 

**  Gentlemen,"  said  the  captain,  "I  have  received 
you  in  my  room  because  you  requested  an  interview. 
I  may  say,  however,  that  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of 
giving  reasons  for  anything  I  do,  to  the  passengers 
who  honour  this  ship  with  their  company." 

*'  Then,"  said  the  spokesman,  endeavouring  to 
keep  calm,  but  succeeding  only  indifTerently,  **it  is 
but  right  that  we  should  tell  you  that  we  regard 
such  a  proceeding  on  your  part  as  a  high-handed 
outrage;  that  we  will  appeal  against  your  decision 
to  the  owners  of  this  steamship ;  and  that,  unless  an 
apology  is  tendered,  we  will  never  cross  on  this  lino 
again,  and  we  will  advise  all  our  compatriots  never 
to  patronise  a  line  where  such  injustice  is  allowed." 

**  Might  I  ask  you,"  said  the  captain  very  suavely, 
*'  of  what  injustice  you  complain  ?  " 

**  It  seems  to  us,"  said  the  spokesman,  '*  that  it  is 
a  very  unjust  thing  to  allow  one  class  of  passengers 
to  hold  a  concert,  and  to  refuse  permission  to  another 
class  to  do  the  same  thing." 

"  If  that  is  all  you  complain  cf,"  said  the  captain, 
"  I  quite  agree  with  you.  I  think  that  would  be  an 
exceedingly  unjust  proceeding." 

**  Is  not  that  what  you  are  about  to  do  ?  " 

"Not  that  I  am  aware  of." 
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"  You  have  prohibited  the  American  concert  ?  " 

**  Certainly.  But  I  have  prohibited  the  English 
concert  as  well." 

The  American  delegates  looked  rather  blankly  at 
each  other,  and  then  the  spokesman  smiled.  ''  Oh, 
well,"  he  said,  *'  if  you  have  prohibited  both  of  them, 
I  don't  see  that  we  have  anything  to  grumble  at." 

"  Neither  do  I,"  said  the  captain. 

The  delegation  then  withdrew ;  and  the  passengers 
had  the  unusual  pleasure  of  making  one  ocean  voyage 
without  having  to  attend  the  generally  inevitable 
amateur  concert. 
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A   LADIES'  MAN. 

"  Jest  w'cn  we  guess  we*vc  covered  the  trail 
So'h  no  one  can't  foller,  w'y  then  we  full. 
Wen  we  feel  safe  hid,  Nimesis,  the  cuss, 
Waltzes  up  with  nary  a  warnin'  nor  fuss; 
Grins  quiet-like,  and  s.iys, '  How  d'y  do, 
So  glad  we've  met,  I'm  a-lookin'  feryou.'" 

I  DO  not  wish  to  particularise  any  of  the  steamers  on 
which  the  incidents  given  in  this  book  occurred,  so 
the  boat  of  which  I  now  write  I  shall  call  The  Tub. 
This  does  not  sound  very  flattering  to  the  steamer, 
but  I  must  say  The  Tub  was  a  comfortable  old  boat, 
as  everybody  will  testify  who  has  ever  taken  a  voyage 
in  her.  I  know  a  very  rich  man  who  can  well 
afford  "to  take  the  best  room  in  the  best  steamer  if 
he  wants  to,  but  his  preference  always  is  for  a  slow 
boat  like  The  Tub,  He  says  that  if  you  are  not  in 
a  hurry,  a  slow  boat  is  preferable  to  one  of  the  new 
fast  liners,  because  you  have  more  individuality 
there,  you  get  more  attention,  the  officers  are 
flattered  by  your  preference  for  their  ship,  and  you 
are  not  merely  one  of  a  great  mob  of  passengers 


I 


1  .i 


108 


A   LADIES'   MAN. 


V.  \i 


ihll- 


W ' 


as  in  a  c}.•o^vcled  fast  liner.  The  officers  on  a 
popular  big  and  swift  boat  are  prone  to  be  a  trifle 
snobbish.  This  is  especially  the  case  on  the  parti- 
cular liner  which  for  the  moment  stands  at  the  top — 
a  steamer  that  has  broken  the  record,  and  is  con- 
sidered the  best  boat  in  the  Atlantic  service  for  the 
time  being.  If  you  get  a  word  from  the  captain 
of  such  a  boat  you  may  consider  yourself  a  peculiarly 
honoured  individual,  and  even  the  purser  is  apt  to 
answer  you  very  shortly,  and  make  you  feel  you  are 
but  a  worm  of  the  dust,  even  though  you  have  paid  a 
very  large  price  for  your  state-room.  On  The  Tub 
there  w^as  nothing  of  this.  The  officers  were  genial 
good  fellows  who  admitted  their  boat  was  not  the 
fastest  on  the  Atlantic,  although  at  one  time  she 
had  been ;  but  if  The  Tub  never  broke  the  record, 
on  the  other  hand,  she  never  broke  a  shaft,  and  so 
things  were  evened  up.  She  wallowed  her  way  across 
the  Atlantic  in  a  leisurely  manner,  and  there  was  no 
feverish  anxiety  among  the  passengers  when  they 
reached  Queenstown,  to  find  whether  the  rival  boat 
had  got  in  ahead  of  us  or  not. 

Everybody  on  board  The  Tab  knew  that  any  vessel 
which  started  from  New  York  the  same  day  would 
reach  Queenstown  before  us.  Ii?  fact,  a  good  smart 
sailing  vessel,  with  a  fair  wind,  might  have  made  it 
lively  for  us  in  an  ocean  race.     The  Tub  was  a  broad 
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slow  boat,  whose  great  speciality  was  freight,  and 
her  very  broadness,  which  kept  her  from  being  a 
racer,  even  if  her  engines  had  had  the  power,  made 
her  particularly  comfortable  in  a  storm.  She  rolled 
but  little ;  and  as  the  state-rooms  were  large  and 
airy,  every  passenger  on  board  The  Tub  was  sure  of 
a  reasonably  pleasant  voyage. 

It  was  always  amusing  to  hear  the  reasons  each  of 
the  passengers  gave  for  being  on  board  The  Tub.  A 
fast  and  splendid  liner  of  an  opposition  company  left 
New  York  the  next  day,  and  many  of  our  passengers 
explained  to  me  they  had  come  to  New  York  with  the 
intention  of  going  by  that  boat,  but  they  found  all  the 
rooms  taken,  that  is,  all  the  dcsh*able  rooms.  Of 
course  they  might  have  had  a  room  down  on  the 
third  deck ;  but  they  were  accustomed  in  travelling 
lo  have  the  best  rooms,  and  if  tiiey  couldn't  be  had, 
why  it  didn't  much  matter  what  was  given  them,  so 
that  was  the  reason  they  took  passage  on  The  Tub. 
Others  were  on  the  boat  because  they  remembered 
the  time  when  she  was  one  of  the  fastest  on  the 
ocean,  and  they  didn't  like  changing  ships.  Others 
again  were  particular  friends  of  the  captain,  and  he 
would  have  been  annoyed  if  they  had  +aken  any 
other  steamer.  Everybody  had  some  particularly 
valid  reason  for  choosing  The  Tab,  that  is,  every 
reason  except  economy,  for  it  was  well  known  that 
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Thr  Tub  was  one  of  the  cheapest  boats  crossing  the 
ocean.  For  my  own  part  I  crossed  on  her,  because 
the  purser  was  a  particuhir  friend  of  mine,  and  knew 
how  to  amalgamate  fluids  and  different  solid  sub- 
stances in  a  manner  that  produced  a  very  palatable 
refreshment.  He  has  himself  deserted  The  Tub  long 
ago,  and  is  now  purser  on  one  of  the  new  boats  of 
the  same  line. 

When  the  gong  rang  for  the  first  meal  on  board 
The  Tub  after  leaving  New  York,  we  filed  down 
from  the  smoking-room  to  the  great  saloon  to  take 
our  places  at  the  table.  There  were  never  enough 
passengers  on  board  The  Tub  to  cause  a  great  rush 
for  places  at  the  table;  but  on  this  particular 
occasion,  when  wo  reached  the  foot  of  the  stairway, 
two  or  three  of  us  stood  for  a  moment  both  appalled 
and  entranced.  Sitting  at  the  captain's  right  hand 
was  a  somewhat  sour  and  unattractive  elderly  woman, 
who  was  talking  to  that  smiHng  and  urbane  official. 
Down  the  long  table  from  where  she  sat,  in  the 
next  fifteen  seats  were  fifteen  young  and  pretty  girls, 
most  of  them  looking  smilingly  and  expectantly 
toward  the  stairway  down  which  we  were  descending. 
The  elderly  woman  paused  for  a  moment  in  her  con- 
versation with  the  captain,  glanced  along  the  line  of 
beauty,  said  sharply,  "  Girls  !  "  and  instantly  every 
face  was  turned  demurely  toward  the  plate  that  was 
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in  front  of  it,  and  then  \\c,  who  had  hesitated  for  a 
moment  on  the  stairway,  at  once  made  a  break,  not 
for  our  seats  at  the  table,  but  for  the  purser. 

**It's  all  right,  gentlemen,"  said  that  charming 
man,  before  we  could  speak;  ''it's  all  right.  I've 
arranged  your  places  down  the  table  on  the  opposite 
side.  You  don't  need  to  say  a  word,  and  those  of 
you  who  want  to  change  from  the  small  tables  to 
the  large  one,  will  fmd  your  names  on  the  long  table 
as  well  as  at  the  small  tables,  whore  you  have  already 
chosen  your  places.  So,  you  see,  I  knew  just  how  you 
wished  things  arranged ;  but,"  he  continued,  lower- 
ing his  voice,  *'boys,  there's  a  dragon  in  charge.  I 
know  her.  She  has  crossed  with  us  two  or  three 
times.  She  wanted  me  to  arrange  it  so  that  fifteen 
ladies  should  sit  opposite  her  fifteen  girls ;  but,  of 
course,  we  couldn't  do  that,  because  there  aren't 
fifteen  other  ladies  on  board,  and  there  had  to  be  one 
or  two  ladies  placed  next  the  girls  at  the  foot  of  the 
table,  so  that  no  girl  should  have  a  young  man  sitting 
beside  her.  I  have  done  the  best  I  could,  gentlemen, 
and,  if  you  want  the  seats  rearranged,  I  think  we  can 
manage  it  for  you.  Individual  preferences  may  crop 
up,  you  know."  And  the  purser  smiled  gently,  for  he 
had  crossed  the  ocean  very,  very  often. 

We  all  took  our  places,  sternly  scrutinised  by  the 
lady,  whom  the  purser  had  flatteringly  termed  the 
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''  drcagon."  She  evidently  didn't  think  very  much  of 
us  as  a  crowd,  and  I  am  sure  in  my  own  heart  I 
cannot  blame  her.  We  were  princixially  students 
going  over  to  German  colleges  on  the  cheap,  some 
commercial  travellers,  and  a  crowd  generally  who 
could  not  afford  to  take  a  better  boat,  although  we 
had  all  just  missed  the  fast  liner  that  had  left  a  few 
days  before,  or  had  for  some  reason  not  succeeded  in 
securing  a  berth  on  the  fast  boat,  which  was  to  leave 
the  day  after. 

If  any  of  the  fifteen  young  ladies  were  aware  of 
our  presence,  they  did  not  show  it  by  glancing  tovard 
us.  They  seemed  to  confine  their  conversation  to 
whispers  among  themselves,  and  now  and  then  a  little 
suppressed  giggle  arose  from  one  part  of  the  line  or 
the  other,  upon  which  the  "dragon"  looked  along 
the  row,  and  said  severely,  ''Girls!"  whereupon 
everything  was  quiet  again,  although  some  inde- 
pendent young  lady  generally  broke  the  silence  by 
another  giggle  just  at  the  time  the  stillness  was 
becoming  most  impressive. 

After  dinner,  in  the  smoking-room,  there  was  a 
great  deal  of  discussion  about  the  fifteen  pretty  girls 
and  about  the  ''dragon."  As  the  officers  on  board 
The  Ti(h  were  gentlemen  whom  an  ordinary  person 
might  speak  to,  a  delegation  of  one  was  deputed  to 
go  to  the  purser's  room  and  find  out  all  that  could 
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be   learned    in   relation    to  the    young    and    lovely 
passengers. 

The  purser  said  that  the  dragon's  name  was  Mrs. 
Scrivener- Yapling,  with  a  hyphen.  The  hyphen  was  a 
very  important  part  of  the  name,  and  Mrs.  Scrivener- 
Yapling  always  insisted  upon  it.  Any  one  who  ignored 
that  hyphen  speedily  fell  from  the  good  graces  of 
Mrs.  Scrivener-Yapling.  I  regret  to  say,  however,  in 
spite  of  the  hyphen,  the  lady  was  very  generally 
known  as  the  "  dragon  "  during  that  voyage.  The 
purser  told  us  further,  that  Mrs.  Scrivener-Yapling 
was  in  the  habit  of  coijiing  over  once  a  year  with  a 
party  of  girls  whom  she  trotted  around  Europe.  The 
idea  was  that  they  learnt  a  great  deal  of  geography, 
a  good  deal  of  French  and  German,  and  received  in  a 
general  way  a  polish  which  Europe  is  supposed  to  give. 

The  circular  which  Mrs.  Scrivener-Yapling  issued 
was  shown  to  me  once  by  one  of  the  girls,  and  it 
rei)resented  that  all  travelling  was  lirst-class,  that 
nothing  but  the  very  best  accommodations  on  steamers 
and  in  hotels  were  provided,  and  on  account  of  Mrs. 
S.-Y^'s  intimate  knowledge  of  Europe,  and  the 
different  languages  spoken  there,  she  managed  the 
excursion  in  a  way  which  any  one  else  would  find  im- 
possible to  emulate,  and  the  advantages  accruing  from 
such  a  trip  could  not  be  obtained  in  any  other  manner 
without  a  very  much   larger  expenditure  of  money. 
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The  girls  had  the  advantage  of  motherly  care  durmg 
all  the  time  they  were  abroad,  and  as  the  party  was 
strictly  limited  in  number,  and  the  greatest  care 
taken  to  select  members  only  from  the  very  best 
families  in  America,  Mrs.  Scrivener-Yapling  was 
certain  that  all  her  patrons  would  realise  that  this 
was  an  opportunity  of  a  lifetime,  etc.,  etc. 

Even  if  The  Tub  were  not  the  finest  boat  on  the 
Atlantic,  she  certainly  belonged  to  one  of  the  best 
lines,  and  as  the  circular  mentioned  the  line  and  not 
the  particular  vessel  on  which  the  excursion  was  to 
go,  the  whole  thing  had  a  very  high-class  appearance. 

The  first  morning  out,  shortly  after  breakfast,  the 
*'  dragon "  and  her  girls  appeared  on  deck.  The 
girls  walked  two  and  two  together,  and  kept  their 
eyes  pretty  much  on  the  planks  beneath  them.  The 
fifteenth  girl  walked  with  the  "  dragon,"  and  thus 
the  eight  pairs  paced  slowly  up  and  down  the  deck 
under  the  "  dragon's  "  eye.  When  this  morning  pro- 
menade was  over  the  young  ladies  were  marshalled 
into  the  ladies'  saloon,  where  no  masculine  foot  was 
allowed  to  tread.  Shortly  before  lunch  an  indigr  cion 
meeting  was  held  in  the  smoking-room.  Stewart  Mon- 
tague, a  commercial  traveller  from  Milwaukee,  said 
that  he  had  crossed  the  ocean  many  times,  but  had 
never  seen  such  a  state  of  things  before.  This  young 
ladies'  seminary  business  (he  alluded  to  the  two  and 
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two  ^Yalk  along  the  clock)  ought  not  to  bo  per'nittcd 
on  any  well  regulated  ship.  Here  were  a  number  of 
young  ladies,  rangixig  in  age  from  eighteen  upwards, 
and  there  lay  ahead  of  us  a  long  and  possibly  dreary 
voyage,  yet  the  "  dragon "  evidently  expected  that 
not  one  of  the  young  ladies  was  to  be  allowed  to 
speak  to  one  of  the  young  gentlemen  on  boaid,  much 
less  walk  the  deck  with  him.  Now,  for  his  part,  said 
Stewart  Montague,  he  was  going  to  take  off  his  hat 
the  next  morning  to  the  young  lady  who  sat  opposite 
him  at  the  dinner-table  and  boldly  ask  her  to  walk 
the  deck  with  him.  If  the  "  dragon  "  interfered,  ho 
proposed  that  we  all  mutiny,  seize  the  vessel,  put 
the  captain  in  irons,  imprison  the  ''dragon"  in  the 
hold,  and  then  take  to  pirating  on  the  high  seas.  One 
of  the  others  pointed  out  to  him  an  objection  to  this 
plan,  claiming  that  The  Tuh  could  not  overtake  any- 
thing but  a  sailing-vessel,  while  even  that  was  doubtful. 
Montague  explained  that  the  mutiny  was  only  to  bo 
resorted  to  as  i  last  desperate  chance.  He  believed 
the  officers  of  the  boat  would  give  us  every  assistance 
possible,  and  so  it  was  only  in  case  of  everything  else 
failing  that  we  should  seize  the  ship. 

In  a  moment  of  temporary  aberration  I  suggested 
that  the  "dragon"  might  not  be,  after  ".11,  such  an 
objectionable  person  as  she  appeared,  and  that  perhaps 
she  could  be  won  over  by  kindness. 
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Instantly  a  motion  was  put,  and  carried  unani- 
mously, appointing  me  a  committee  to  try  the  effect 
of  kindness  on  the  "  dragon."  It  was  further  re- 
solved that  the  meeting  should  be  adjourned,  and  I 
should  report  progress  at  the  next  conclave. 

I  respectfully  declined  this  mission.  I  said  it  was 
none  of  my  affair.  I  didn't  wish  to  talk  to  any  of  the 
fifteen  girls,  or  even  walk  the  deck  with  them.  I  was 
perfectly  satisfied  as  I  was.  I  saw  no  reason  why  I 
sho"  1 1  sacrifice  myself  for  the  good  of  others.  I 
suggested  that  the  name  of  Stewart  Montague  be 
substituted  for  mine,  and  that  he  should  face  the 
''dragon  "  and  report  progress. 

Mr.  Montague  said  it  had  been  my  suggestion, 
not  his,  that  the  "dragon"  might  be  overcome  by 
kindness.  He  did  not  believe  she  could,  but  he  was 
quite  willing  to  suspend  hostilities  until  my  plan 
had  been  tried  and  the  result  reported  to  the  meeting. 
It  was  only  when  they  brought  in  a  motion  to  expel 
me  from  the  smoking-room  that  I  succumbed  to  the 
pressure.  The  voyage  was  just  beginning,  and  what 
is  a  voyage  to  a  smoker  who  dare  not  set  foot  in  the 
smoking-room  ? 

I  do  not  care  to  dwell  on  the  painful  interview 
I  had  with  the  ''dragon."  I  put  my  foot  in  it  at 
the  very  first  by  pretending  that  I  thought  she  came 
from  New  York,  whereas  she  had  really  come  from 
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Boston.  To  take  a  New  York  person  for  a  Bustonian 
is  flattery,  but  to  reverse  the  order  of  things,  especially 
with  a  woman  of  the  uncertain  temper  of  ^Ers. 
Scrivcner-Yai)ling,  was  really  a  deadly  insult,  and  I 
feav  this  helped  to  shipwreck  my  mission,  although 
I  presume  it  would  have  been  shipwrecked  in  any 
case.  Mrs.  Scrivener-Yapling  gave  me  to  understand 
that  if  there  was  one  thing  more  than  another  she 
excelled  in  it  was  the  reading  of  character.  She 
knew  at  a  glance  whether  a  man  could  be  trusted 
or  not ;  most  men  were  not,  I  gathered  from  her 
conversation.  It  seems  she  had  taken  a  great  many 
voyages  across  the  Atlantic,  and  never  in  the  whole 
course  of  her  experience  had  she  seen  such  an  ob- 
jectionable body  of  young  men  as  on  this  present 
occasion.  She  accused  me  of  being  a  married  man, 
and  I  surmised  that  there  were  other  iniquities  of 
^Yhich  she  strongly  suspected  me. 

The  mission  was  not  a  success,  and  I  reported 
at  the  adjourned  meeting  accordingly. 

Mr.  Stewart  Montague  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that 
the  mission  was  hopeless  from  the  first,  and  in  this 
I  quite  agreed  with  liim.  He  said  he  would  try  his 
j)lan  at  dinner,  but  what  it  was  he  refused  to  state. 
We  asked  if  he  would  report  on  the  success  or  failure, 
and  he  answered  that  we  would  all  sec  whether  it 
was  a  success  or  failure  for  ourselves.     So  there  was 
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a  good  deal  of  interest  centring  around  the  meal, 
an  interest  not  altogether  called  forth  by  the  pangs 
of  hunger. 

Dinner  had  hardly  commenced  ^vhen  Mr.  Stewart 
Montague  leaned  over  the  table  and  said,  in  quite 
an  audible  voice,  to  the  young  lady  opposite  him, 
*'  I  understand  you  have  never  been  over  the  ocean 
before  ?  " 

The  young  lady  looked  just  a  trifle  frightened, 
blushed  very  prettily,  and  answered  in  a  low  voice 
that  she  had  not. 

Then  ho  said,  "I  envy  you  the  first  impressions 
you  will  have  of  Europe.  It  is  a  charming  country. 
Where  do  you  go  after  leaving  England  ?  " 

**  We  are  going  across  to  Paris  first,"  she  replied, 
still  in  a  low  voice. 

Most  of  us,  however,  were  looking  at  the  "  dragon." 
That  lady  sat  bolt  upright  in  her  chair  as  if  she 
could  not  believe  her  ears.  Then  she  said,  in  an 
acid  voice,  "  Miss  Fleming." 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Scrivener-Yapling,"  answered  that 
young  lady. 

''Will  you  obhge  me  by  coming  here  for  a 
moment  ?  " 

Miss  Fleming  slowly  revolved  in  her  circular  chai", 
then  rose  and  walked  up  to  the  head  of  the  table. 

"Miss  Strong,"  said  the  **  dragon"  calmly,  to  the 
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young  lady  who  sat  beside  her,  "  will  you  oblige 
me  by  taking  Miss  Fleming's  place  at  the  centre  of 
the  table?" 

Miss  Strong  rose  and  took  Miss  Fleming's  place. 

''  Sit  down  beside  me,  please  ?  "  said  the  *'  dragon  " 
to  Miss  Fleming;  and  that  unfortunate  young 
woman,  now  as  red  as  a  rose,  sat  down  boside  the 
"  dragon." 

Stewart  Montague  bit  his  lip.  The  rest  of  us 
said  nothing,  and  appeared  not  to  notice  what  had 
occurred.  Conversation  went  on  among  ourselves. 
The  incident  seemed  ended ;  but,  when  the  fish  was 
brought,  and  placed  before  Miss  Fleming,  she  did 
not  touch  it.  Her  eyes  were  still  upon  the  table. 
Then,  apparently  unable  to  struggle  any  longer  with 
her  emotions,  she  rose  gracefully,  and,  bowing  to 
the  captain,  said,  "  Excuse  me,  please."  She  walked 
down  the  long  saloon  with  a  firm  step,  and  dis- 
appeared. The  '* dragon"  tried  to  resume  conver- 
sation with  the  captain  as  if  nothing  had  happened  ; 
but  that  official  answered  only  in  monosyllables,  and 
a  gloom  seemed  to  have  settled ^down  upon  the  dinner 
party. 

Very  soon  the  captain  rose  and  excused  himself. 
There  was  something  to  attend  to  on  deck,  he  said, 
and  he  left  us. 
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room,  and  the  steward  had  brought  in  our  cups  of 
black  coffee,  Stewart  Montague  arose  and  said, 
*' Gentlemen,  I  know  just  what  you  are  going  to  say 
to  me.  It  was  brutal.  Of  course  I  didn't  think  the 
*  dragon'  would  do  such  a  thing.  My  plan  was  a 
complete  failure.  I  expected  that  conversation  would 
take  place  across  the  table  all  along  the  line,  if  I 
broke  the  ice." 

Whatever  opinions  were  held,  none  found  expression, 
and  that  evening  in  the  smoking-room  was  as  gloomy 
as  the  hour  at  the  dinner-table. 

Towards  the  shank  of  the  evening  a  gentleman, 
who  had  never  been  in  the  smoking-room  before, 
entered  very  quietly.  We  recognised  him  as  the 
man  who  sat  to  the  left  of  the  captain  opposite 
the  ''dragon."  He  was  a  man  of  middle  age  and 
of  somewhat  severe  aspect.  He  spoke  with  delibera- 
tion when  he  did  speak,  and  evidently  weighed  his 
words.  All  we  knew  of  him  was  that  the  chair 
beside  his  at  meal-times  had  been  empty  since  the 
voyage  began,  and  it  was  said  that  his  wife  took 
her  meals  in  her  state-room.  She  had  appeared 
once  on  deck  with  him,  very  closely  veiled,  and 
hung  upon  his  arm  in  a  way  that  showed  she  was 
not  standing  the  voyage  very  w^ell,  ]3leasant  as  it  had 
been. 

"Gentlemen,"  began  the  man  suavely,  "I  would 
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like  to  say  a  fe^Y  words  to  you  if  I  were  certain  that 
my  remarks  would  be  taken  in  the  spirit  in  which 
they  are  given,  and  that  you  would  not  think  me 
intrusive  or  impertinent." 

''  Go  ahead,"  said  Montague,  gloomily,  who  evidently 
felt  a  premonition  of  coming  trouble. 

The  serious  individual  waited  until  the  steward 
had  left  the  room,  then  he  closed  the  door.  "  Gentle- 
men," he  continued,  ''I  will  not  recur  to  the  painful 
incident  which  happened  at  the  dinner-table  to-night 
further  than  by  asking  you,  as  honourable  men,  to 
think  of  Mrs.  Scrivener- Yapling's  position  of  great 
responsibility.  She  stands  in  the  place  of  a  mother 
to  a  number  of  young  ladies  who,  for  the  first  time 
in  their  lives,  have  left  their  homes." 

"Lord  pity^them,"  said  somebody,  who  was  sitting 
in  the  corner. 

The  gentleman  paid  no  attention  to  the  remark. 

''Now  what  I  wish  to  ask  of  you  is  that  you  will 
not  make  Mrs.  Scrivener-Yapliug's  position  any 
harder  by  futile  endeavours  to  form  the  acquaintance 
of  the  young  ladies." 

At  this  point  Stewart  Montague  broke  out.  "  Who 
the  devil  are  you,  sir,  and  who  gave  you  the  right 
to  interfere  ?  " 

"As  to  who  I  am,"  said  the  gentleman,  quietly, 
"  my  name  is  Kensington,  and " 
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"  West  or  South  ?  "  asked  the  man  in  the  corner. 

At  this  there  was  a  titter  of  laughter. 

"My  name  is  Kensington,"  repeated  the  gentle- 
man, ''and  I  have  heen  asked  hy  Mrs.  Scrivener- 
Yapling  to  interfere,  which  I  do  very  reluctantly.  As 
I  said  at  the  beginning,  I  hope  you  will  not  think 
my  interference  is  impertinent.  I  only  do  so  at  the 
earnest  request  of  the  lady  I  have  mentioned,  because 
I  am  a  family  man  myself,  and  I  understand  and 
sympathiee  with  the  lady  in  the  responsibility  which 
she  has  assumed." 

"It  seems  to  me,"  said  the  man  in  the  corner, 
"that  if  the  'dragon'  has  assumed  responsibilities 
and  they  have  not  been  thrust  upon  her,  which  1 
understand  they  have  not,  then  she  must  take  the 
responsibility  of  the  responsibilities  which  she  has 
assumed.    Do  I  make  myself  clear  ?  " 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Kensington,  "it  is  very 
painful  for  me  to  speak  with  you  upon  this  subject. 
I  feel  that  what  I  have  so  clumsily  expressed  may 
not  be  correctly  understood ;  but  I  appeal  to  your 
honour  as  gentlemen,  and  I  am  sure  I  will  not  appeal 
in  vain  when  I  ask  you  not  to  make  further  effort 
towards  the  acquaintance  of  the  young  ladies,  because 
all  that  you  can  succeed  in  doing  will  be  to  render 
their  voyage  unpleasant  to  themselves,  and  interrupt, 
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understand  has  always  existed  between  Mrs.  Scrivener- 
Yapling  and  her  j^rotegees.'^ 

*'A11  right,"  said  the  man  in  the  corner.     "Have 
a  drink,  Mr.  Kensington?" 
•    *'  Thank  vou,  I  never  drink,"  answered  Mr.  Ken- 
Bington. 
-    "  Have  a  smoke,  then  ?  " 

"I  do  not  smoke  either,  thank  you  all  the 
same  for  your  offer.  I  hope,  gentlemen,  you  will 
forgive  my  intrusion   on   you   this  evening.     Good 

night." 

''Impudent  puppy,"  said  Stewart  Montague,  as  ho 
closed  the  door  behind  him. 

But  in  this  we  did  not  agree  with  him,  not  even 
the  man  in  the  corner. 

**He  is  perfectly  right,"  said  that  individual,  "  and 
I  beheve  that  we  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  ourselves. 
It  will  only  make  trouble,  and  I  for  one  am  going  to 
give  up  the  hunt." 

So,  from  that  time  forward,  the  smoking-room 
collectively  made  no  effort  towards  the  acquaintance 
of  the  young  ladies.  The  ladies'  seminary  walk,  as 
it  was  called,  took  place  every  morning  punctually, 
and  sometimes  Mr.  Kensington  accompanied  the 
walkers.  Nevertheless,  individual  friendships,  in 
spite  of  everything  that  either  Mr.  Kensington  or 
the  "dragon"  could  do,  sprang  up  between  some  of 
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the  young  men  and  some  of  the  girls,  but  the 
*' dragon"  had  an  invaluable  ally  in  Mr.  Kensing- 
ton. The  moment  any  of  the  young  ladies  began 
walking  with  any  of  the  young  gentlemen  on  deck, 
or  the  moment  they  seated  themselves  in  steamer 
chairs  together,  the  urbane,  always  polite  Mr.  Kens- 
ington appeared  on  the  scene  and  said,  "  Miss  So- 
and-So,  Mrs.  Scrivener-Yapling  would  like  to  speak 
with  you." 

Then  the  young  lady  would  go  with  Mr.  Kensing- 
ton, while  the  young  gentleman  was  apt  to  use  strong 
language  and  gnash  his  teeth. 

Mr.  Kensington  seemed  lynx-eyed.  There  was  no 
escaping  him.  Many  in  the  smoking-room  no  doubt 
would  have  liked  to  have  picked  a  flaw  in  his  cha- 
racter if  they  could.  One  even  spoke  of  the  old 
chestnut  about  a  man  who  had  no  small  vices  being 
certain  to  have  some  very  large  ones ;  but  even  the 
speakers  themselves  did  not  believe  this,  and  any  one 
could  see  at  a  glance  that  Mr.  Kensington  was  a  man 
of  sterling  character.  Some  hinted  that  his  wife  was 
the  victim  of  his  cruelty,  and  kept  her  state-room 
only  because  she  knew  that  he  was  so  fond  of  the 
"dragon's"  company,  and  possibly  that  of  some  of 
the  young  ladies  as  well.  But  this  grotesque  senti- 
ment did  not  pass  current  even  in  the  smoking-room. 
Nevertheless,  although  he  was  evidently  so  good  a 


'I.     1 


A   LADIES'  MAN. 


185 


man,  he  was  certainly  the  most  unpopular  individual 
on  board  The  Tub.  The  hatred  that  Stewart  Mon- 
tague felt  for  him  ever  since  that  episode  in  the 
smoking-room  was  almost  grotesque. 

Montague  had  somehow  managed  to  get  a  contrite 
note  of  apology  and  distress  to  Miss  Fleming,  and 
several  times  the  alert  Mr.  Kensington  had  caught 
them  together,  and  asked  Miss  Fleming  with  the 
utmost  respect  to  come  down  and  see  Mrs.  Scrivener- 
Yapling. 

All  in  all  the  "  dragon  "  did  not  have  a  very  easy 
time  of  it.  She  fussed  around  like  any  other  old  hen 
who  had  in  charge  a  brood  of  ducks. 

Once  I  thought  there  was  going  to  be  a  row  between 
Montague  and  Kensington.  He  met  that  gentleman 
in  a  secluded  part  of  the  deck,  and,  going  up  to  him, 
said — 

**You  old  wife  deserter,  why  can't  you  attend  to 
your  own  affairs  ?  " 

Kensington  turned  deadly  pale  at  this  insult,  and 
his  fists  clinched — 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  said  huskily. 

"  I  mean  what  T  say.  Why  don't  you  take  your 
own  wife  walking  on  the  deck,  and  leave  the  young 
ladies  alone.  It's  none  of  your  business  with  whom 
they  walk." 

Kensington  seemed  about  to  reply ;  but  he  thought 
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better  of  it,  turned  on  his  heel,  and  left  Montague 
standing  there. 

The  old  Tub  worried  her  way  across  the  ocean,  and 
reached  the  bar  at  Liverpool  just  in  time  to  be  too 
late  to  cross  it  that  night.  Word  was  passed  along 
that  a  tender  would  come  out  from  Liverpool  for  us, 
which  was  not  a  very  cheering  prospect,  as  we  would 
have  two  hours'  sail  at  least  in  what  was  practically 
an  open  boat. 

Filially  the  tender  came  alongside,  and  the  baggage 
was  dumped  down  upon  it.  All  of  us  gathered 
together  ready  to  leave  The  Tub.  Mr.  Kensington, 
with  his  closely-veiled  wife  hanging  on  his  arm,  was 
receiving  the  thanks  and  congratulations  of  the 
*'  dragon."  The  fifteen  girls  were  all  around  her. 
Before  any  one  started  down  the  sloping  gangway 
plank,  however,  two  policemen,  accompanied  by  a 
woman,  hurried  up  on  board  The  Tub. 

"  Now,  madam,"  said  the  policeman,  **  is  he 
here  ?  " 

We  saw  that  trouble  was  coming,  and  everybody 
looked  at  everybody  else. 

**  Is  he  here  ?  "  cried  the  woman  excitedly ;  "  there 
he  stands,  the  villain.  Oh,  you  villain,  you  scoundrel, 
you  mean  rascal,  to  leave  me,  as  you  thought,  penni- 
less in  New  York,  and  desert  your  own  wife  and  family 
for  that — that  creature  !  " 
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We  all  looked  at  Kensington,  and  his  face  was 
greenish-pale.  The  heavily  veiled  woman  shrunk 
behind  him,  and  the  policeman  tried  to  make  the 
true  wife  keep  quiet. 

'*  Is  your  name  Braughton  ?  " 

Kensington  did  not  answer.  His  eyes  were  riveted 
on  his  wife.  *'  In  the  name  of  God,"  he  cried  aghast, 
**  how  did  yon  come  here  ?  " 

"  How  did  I  come  here,"  she  shrieked.  "  Oh,  you 
thought  you  slipped  away  nicely,  didn't  you  ?  But 
you  forgot  that  the  Clijyper  left  the  next  day,  and 
I've  been  here  two  days  waiting  for  you.  You  little 
thought  when  you  deserted  me  and  my  children  in 
New  York  that  we  would  be  here  to  confront  you  at 
Liverpool." 

"Come,  come,"  said  the  policeman,  *' there's  no 
use  of  this.  I  am  afraid  you  will  have  to  come  with 
us,  sir." 

They  took  him  in  charge,  and  the  irate  wife  then 
turned  like  a  tigress  on  the  heavily  veiled  woman 
who  was  with  him. 

*'  No  wonder  you  are  ashamed  to  show  your  face," 
she  cried. 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  policeman,  "come,  come.' 
And  they  managed  to  induce  her  to  say  no  more. 

**  Madam,"  said  young  Montague  to  the  speech- 
less ''dragon,"  "I  want  ..  ask  your  permission  to 
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allow  me  to  carry  Miss  Fleming's  hand-baggage 
ashore." 

"How  dare  you  speak  to  me,  sir,"  she  answered. 

"  Because,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  **  I  thought 
perhaps  you  wouldn't  like  an  account  of  this  affair  to 
go  to  the  Boston  newspapers.  I'm  a  newspaper 
man,  you  see,"  he  added,  with  unblushing  mendacity. 
Then,  turning  to  Miss  Fleming,  he  said,  **  Won't  you 
allow  me  to  carry  this  for  you  ?  " 

Miss  Fleming  surrendered  the  natty  little  handbag 
she  had  with  her,  and  smiled.  The  "  dragon"  made 
no  objection. 
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A  SO  CIETY  FOR  THE  REFORM  A  TION 
OF  POKER  PLA  YERS. 

"  O  Unsceu  Hand  that  ever  makes  aud  deals  us, 

And  plays  our  j^ame ! 
That  now  obscures  and  then  to  light  reveals  us, 

Serves  blanks  or  fame. 
How  vain  our  shuffling:,  bluff  and  weak  pretending  ! 
'Tis  Thou  alone  can  name  the  finnl  ending." 

The  seductive  game  of  poker  is  one  that  I  do  not 
understand.  I  do  not  care  to  understand  it,  because 
it  cannot  be  played  without  the  putting  up  of  a  good 
deal  of  the  coin  of  the  realm,  and  although  I  have 
nothing  to  say  against  betting,  my  own  theory  of 
conduct  in  the  matter  is  this,  that  I  want  no  man's 
money  which  I  do  not  earn,  and  I  do  not  want  any 
man  to  get  my  money  unless  he  earns  it.  So  it 
happens,  in  the  matter  of  cards,  I  content  myself  with 
eucre  and  other  games  which  do  not  require  the 
wagering  of  money. 

On  board  the  Atlantic  steamers  there  is  always 
more  or  less  gambling.  I  have  heard  it  said  that 
men  make  trips  to  and  fro  merely  for  the  purpose  of 
fleecing  their  fellow-passengers;  but,  except  in  one 
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instance,  I  never  had  any  experience  with  this  sort 
of  thing. 

Our  little  society  for  the  reformation  of  poker 
players,  or  to  speak  more  correctly,  for  the  reforma- 
tion of  one  particular  poker  player,  was  formed  one 
bright  starlight  night,  latitude  such  a  number,  and 
longitude  something  else,  as  four  of  us  sat  on  a  seat 
at  the  extreme  rear  end  of  the  great  steamer.  We 
four,  with  one  other,  sat  at  a  sm  ^11  table  in  the  saloon. 
One  of  the  small  tables  on  a  'j.ransatlantic  steamer 
is  very  pleasant  if  you  have  a  nice  crowd  with  you. 
A  seat  at  a  small  table  compares  with  a  seat  at  the 
large  table  as  living  in  a  village  compares  with  living 
in  a  city.  You  have  some  individuality  at  the  short 
table ;  you  are  merely  one  of  a  crowd  at  the  long 
table.  Our  small  table  was  not  quite  full.  I  had 
the  honour  of  sitting  at  the  head  of  it,  and  on  each 
side  of  me  were  two  young  fellows,  making  five 
altogether.  We  all  rather  prided  ourselves  on  the 
fact  that  there  were  no  ladies  at  our  little  table. 

The  young  Englishman  who  sat  at  my  right  hand 
at  the  corner  of  the  table  was  going  out  to  America 
to  learn  farming.  I  could,  myself,  have  taught  him 
a  good  deal  about  it,  but  I  refrained  from  throw- 
ing cold  water  on  his  enthusiastic  ideas  about 
American  agriculture.  His  notion  was  that  it  was 
an  occupation  mostly  made  up  of  hunting  and  fishing, 
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and  having  a  good  time  generally.  The  profits,  he 
thought,  "were  large  and  easily  acquired.  He  had 
guns  with  him,  and  heautiful  fishing-rods,  and  things 
of  that  sort.  He  even  had  a  vague  idea  that  he 
might  be  able  to  introduce  fox-hunting  in  the  rural 
district  to  which  he  was  going.  He  understood,  and 
regretted  the  fact,  that  we  in  the  United  States  were 
rather  behindhand  in  the  matter  of  fox-hunting. 
He  had  a  good  deal  of  money  with  him,  I  understood, 
and  he  had  already  paid  a  hundred  pounds  to  a  firm 
in  England  that  had  agreed  to  place  him  on  a  farm 
in  America.  Of  course,  now  that  the  money  had 
been  paid,  there  was  no  use  in  telling  the  young  man 
he  had  been  a  fool.  He  would  find  that  out  soon 
enough  when  he  got  to  America.  Henry  Storm  was 
his  name,  and  a  milder  mannered  man  with  a  more 
unsuitable  name  could  hardly  be  found.  The  first 
two  or  three  days  out  he  was  the  life  of  our  party. 
We  all  liked  him,  in  fact,  nobody  could  help  liking 
him ;  but,  as  the  voyage  prog;essed,  he  grew  more  and 
more  melancholy,  and,  what  was  really  serious,  took 
little  food,  which  is  not  natural  in  an  Englishman. 
I  thought  somebody  had  been  telling  him  what  a 
fool  he  had  been  to  pay  away  his  hundred  pounds 
before  leaving  England,  but  young  Smith  of  Rochester, 
who  sat  at  my  left,  told  me  what  the  trouble  was  one 
day  as  we  walked  the  deck. 
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**Do  you  know,"  lie  began,  "  that  Henry  Storm  is 
being  robbed  ?  " 

**  Being  robbed  ?  "  I  answered ;  *'  you  mean  he 
has  been  robbed." 

"  Well,  has  been,  and  is  being,  too.  The  thing  is 
going  on  yet.  He  is  playing  altogether  too  much 
poker  in  the  smoking-room,  and  has  lost  a  pile  of 
money — more,  I  imagine,  than  he  can  well  afford."  1 

*'  That's  what's  the  trouble  with  him,  is  it  ?  Well, 
he  ought  to  know  better  than  to  play  for  bigger  stakes 
than  he  can  afford  to  lose." 

*'  Oh,  it's  easy  to  say  that ;  but  he's  in  the  hands 
of  a  swindler,  of  a  professional  gambler.  You  see 
that  man  ?  "  He  lowered  his  voice  as  he  spoke,  and 
I  looked  in  the  direction  of  his  glance.  By  this  time 
we  knew,  in  a  way,  everybody  on  board  the  ship.  The 
particular  man  Smith  pointed  out  was  a  fellow  I  had 
noticed  a  good  deal,  who  was  very  quiet  and  gentle- 
manly, interfering  with  nobody,  and  talking  with  few. 
I  had  spoken  to  him  once,  but  he  had  answered 
rather  shortly,  and,  apparently  to  his  relief,  and 
certainly  to  my  own,  our  acquaintance  ceased  where 
it  began.  He  had  jet  black  beard  and  hair,  both 
rather  closely  clipped;  and  he  wore  a  fore  and  aft 
cap,  v'hiui*  never  improves  a  man's  appearance  very 
much. 

"That  man,"  continued  Smith,  as  he  passed  us. 
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"was  practically  under  arrest  for  gambling  on  the 
steamer  in  which  I  came  over.  It  seems  that  he  is 
a  regular  professional  gambler,  who  does  nothing  but 
go  across  the  ocean  and  back  again,  fleecing  young 
fellows  like  Storm." 

*'  Does  he  cheat  ?  "  I  asked. 

"He  doesn't  need  to.  He  plays  poker.  An  old 
hand,  and  a  cool  one,  has  no  occasion  to  cheat  at  that 
game  to  get  a  young  one's  money  away  from  him. 

"  Then  why  doesn't  some  one  warn  young  Storm  ?  " 

"  Well,  that's  just  what  I  wanted  to  speak  to  you 
about.  I  think  it  ought  to  be  done.  I  think  we 
should  call  a  meeting  of  our  table,  somewhere  out 
here  in  the  quiet,  and  have  a  talk  over  it,  and  make 
up  our  minds  what  is  to  be  done.  It's  a  delicate 
matter,  you  know,  and  I  am  afraid  we  are  a  little 
late  as  it  is.  I  do  believe  young  Storm  has  lost 
nearly  all  his  money  to  that  fellow." 

"  Can't  he  be  made  to  disgorge  '?  " 

"How?  The  money  has  been  won  fairly  enough, 
as  that  sort  of  thing  goes.  Other  fellows  have  played 
with  them.  It  isn*t  as  if  he  had  been  caught  cheating 
— he  hasn't,  and  won't  be.  He  doesn't  cheat — he 
doesn't  need  to,  as  I  said  before.  Now  that  gambler 
pretends  he  is  a  Commercial  traveller  from  Buffalo. 
I  know  Buffalo  down  to  the  ground,  so  I  took  him 
aside  yesterday  and  said  plum  ply  to  him,  *  What  firm 
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ill  Bufftalo  do  you  represent  ?  '  He  answered  shortly 
that  his  business  was  his  own  affair.  I  said,  *  Cer- 
tainly it  is,  and  you  are  quite  right  in  keeping  it 
dark.  When  I  was  coming  over  to  Europe,  I  saw 
a  man  in  your  line  of  business  who  looked  very  much 
like  you,  practically  put  under  arrest  by  the  purser 
for  gambling.  You  were  travelling  for  a  St.  Louis 
house  then.' " 

''What  did  he  say  to  that?" 

''Nothing;  he  just  gave  me  one  of  those  sly, 
sinister  looks  of  his,  turned  on  his  heel,  and  left  me." 

The  result  of  this  conversation  was  the  inauguration 
of  the  Society  for  the  Reforming  of  a  Poker  Player. 
It  was  agreed  between  us  that  if  young  Storm  had 
lost  all  his  money  we  would  subscribe  enough  as  a 
loan  to  take  care  of  him  until  he  got  a  remittance 
from  home.  Of  course  we  knew  that  any  young 
fellow  who  goes  out  to  America  to  begin  farming, 
does  not,  as  a  general  rule,  leave  people  in  England 
exceedingly  well  off,  and  probably  this  fact,  more 
than  any  other,  accounted  for  the  remorse  visible 
on  Storm's  countenance.  We  knew  quite  well  that 
the  offering  of  money  to  him  would  be  a  very  deli- 
cate matter,  but  it  was  agreed  that  Smith  should 
take  this  in  hand  if  we  saw  the  offer  was  necessary. 
Then  I,  as  the  man  who  sat  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  was  selected  to  speak  to  young  Storm,  and, 
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if  possible,  get  him  to  abandon  poker.  I  knew  this 
was  a  somewhat  impudent  piece  of  business  on  my 
part,  and  so  I  took  that  evening  to  determine  how 
best  to  perform  the  task  set  for  me.  I  resolved  to 
walk  the  deck  with  him  in  the  morning,  and  have 
a  frank  talk  over  the  matter. 

When  the  morning  came,  I  took  young  Storm's 
arm  ar  .  walked  two  or  three  turns  up  and  down  the 
deck,  but  all  the  while  I  could  not  get  up  courage 
enough  to  speak  with  him  in  relation  to  gambling. 
When  he  left  me,  I  again  thought  over  the  matter. 
I  concluded  to  go  into  the  smoking-room  myself,  sit 
down  beside  him,  see  him  lose  some  money  and  use 
that  fact  as  a  text  for  my  coming  discourse  on  the 
evils  of  gambling.  After  luncheon  I  strolled  into 
the  smoking-room,  and  there  sat  this  dnrk -faced 
man  with  his  half-closed  eyes  opposite  young  Storm, 
while  two  others  made  up  the  four-handeu  game  of 
poker. 

Storm's  face  was  very  pale,  and  his  lips  seemed 
dry,  for  he  moistened  them  every  now  and  then  as 
the  game  went  on.  He  was  sitting  on  the  sofa,  and 
I  sat  down  beside  him,  paying  no  heed  to  the  dark 
gambler's  look  of  annoyance.  However,  the  alleged 
Buffalo  man  said  nothing,  for  he  was  not  a  person 
who  did  much  talking.  Storm  paid  no  attention  to 
me  as  I  sat  down  beside  him.     The  gambler  had 
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just  dealt.  It  was  very  interesting  to  see  the  way  he 
looked  at  his  hand.  He  allowed  merely  the  edges 
of  the  cards  to  show  over  each  other,  and  then 
closed  up  his  hand  and  seemed  to  know  just  what  he 
had.  When  young  Storm  looked  at  his  hand  he 
gave  a  sort  of  gasp,  and  for  the  first  time  cast  his 
eyes  upon  me.  I  had  seen  his  hand,  but  did  not 
know  whether  it  was  a  good  one  or  not.  I  imagined 
it  was  not  very  good,  because  all  the  cards  were  of 
a  low  denomination.  Threes  or  fours  I  think,  but 
four  of  the  cards  had  a  like  number  of  spots.  There 
was  some  money  in  the  centre  of  the  table.  Storm 
pushed  a  half-crown  in  front  of  him,  and  the  next 
man  did  the  same.  The  gambler  put  down  a  half- 
sovereign,  and  the  man  at  his  left,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation,  shoved  out  an  equal  amount  from  the  pile 
of  gold  in  front  of  him. 

Young  Storm  pushed  out  a  sovereign. 

**  I'm  out,"  said  the  man  whose  next  bet  it  was, 
throwing  down  his  cards. 

The  gambler  raised  it  a  sovereign,  and  the  man 
at  his  left  dropped  out.  It  now  rested  between 
Storm  and  the  gambler.  Storm  increase  ^  the  bet  a 
sovereign.  The  gambler  then  put  on  a  five-pound 
note. 

Storm  said  to  me  huskily,  "Have  you  any  money  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  answered  him. 
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"Lend  me  five  pounds  if  you  can." 

Now,  the  object  of  my  being  there  was  to  stop 
gambling,  not  to  encourage  it.  I  was  the  president 
liro  tern,  of  the  Society  for  the  Reformation  of  Poker 
Players,  yet  I  dived  into  my  pocket,  pulled  out  my 
purse  under  the  table  and  slipped  a  five-pound  note 
into  his  hand.  He  put  that  on  the  table  as  if  he  had 
just  taken  it  from  his  own  pocket. 

**  I  call  you,"  he  said. 

**  What  have  you  got  ?  "  asked  the  gambler. 

*'Four  fours,"  said  Storm,  putting  down  his 
hand. 

The  gambler  closed  up  his  and  threw  the  cards 
over  to  the  man  who  was  to  deal.  Storm  paused  a 
moment  and  then  pulled  towards  him  the  money  in 
the  centre  of  the  table  and  handed  me  my  five-pound 
note. 

When  the  cards  were  next  dealt.  Storm  seemed  to 
have  rather  an  ordinary  hand,  so  apparently  had  all 
the  rest,  and  there  was  not  much  money  in  the  pile. 
But,  poor  as  Storm's  hand  was,  the  rest  appeared  to 
be  poorer,  and  he  raked  in  the  cash.  This  went  on 
for  two  or  three  deals,  and  finding  that,  as  Storm  was 
winning  all  the  time,  although  not  heavily,  I  was  not 
getting  an  object  lesson  against  gambling,  I  made  a 
move  to  go. 

"Stay  where  you  are,"  whispered  Storm  to  me, 
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pinching  my  knee  with  his  hand  so  hard  that  I 
almost  cried  out. 

Then  it  came  to  the  gambler's  turn  to  deal  again. 
All  the  time  he  deftly  shuffled  the  cards  he  watched 
the  players  with  that  furtive  glance  of  his  from  out 
his  half-shut  eyes. 

Storm's  hand  was  a  remarkable  one,  after  he  had 
drawn  two  cards,  but  I  did  not  know  whether  it  had 
any  special  value  or  not.  The  other  players  drew 
three  cards  each,  and  the  gambler  took  one. 

''How  much  money  have  you  got?"  whispered 
Storm  to  me. 

**  I  don't  know,"  I  said  *  perhaps  a  hundred 
pounds." 

''Be  prepared  to  lend  m  7  penny  of  it,"  he 

whispered. 

I  said  nothing ;  but  1  never  knew  ihe  president  of 
a  society  for  the  suppression  of  gambling  to  be  in 
such  a  predicament. 

Storm  bet  a  sovereign.  The  player  to  his  left 
threw  down  his  band.  The  gambler  pushed  out  two 
sovereigns.     The  other  player  went  out. 

Storm  said,  "I  see  your  bet,  and  raise  you  another 
sovereign."  The  gambler,  without  saying  a  word, 
shoved  forward  some  more  gold. 

"Get  your  money  ready,"  whispered  Storm  to 
me. 
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I  did  not  quite  like  his  tone,  but  I  made  allowance 
for  the  excitement  under  which  he  was  evidently 
labouring. 

He  threw  on  a  five-pound  note.  The  gambler  put 
down  another  five-pound  note,  and  then,  as  if  it  were 
the  slightest  thing  possible,  put  a  ten-pound  note  on 
top  of  that,  which  made  the  side  players  gasp.  Storm 
had  won  sufficient  to  cover  the  bet  and  raise  it. 
After  that  I  had  to  feed  in  to  him  five-pound  notes, 
keeping  count  of  their  number  on  my  fingers  as  I 
did  so.  The  first  to  begin  to  hesitate  about  putting 
money  forward  was  the  gambler.  He  shot  a  glance 
now  and  again  from  under  his  eyebrows  at  the  young 
man  opposite.  Finally,  when  my  last  five-pound 
note  had  been  thrown  on  the  pile,  the  gambler  spoke 
for  the  first  time. 

"I  call  3^ou,"  he  sjiid. 

*'  Put  down  another  five-pound  note,"  cried  the 
young  man. 

*'I  have  called  you,"  said  the  gambler. 

Henry  Storm  half  rose  from  his  seat  in  his  excite- 
ment. *'Put  down  another  five-pound  note,  if  you 
dare." 

*^That  isn't  poker,"  said  the  gamblor.  '*I  have 
called  you.    What  have  you  got  ?  " 

"Put  down  another  five-pound  note,  and  I'll  put 
a  ten-pound  note  on  top  of  it." 
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"1  say  that  isn't  poker.  You  have  been  called. 
What  have  you  got  ?  " 

**  1*11  bet  you  twenty  pounds  against  your  five-pound 
note,  if  you  dare  put  it  down." 

By  this  time  Storm  was  standing  up,  quivering 
with  excitement,  his  cards  tightly  clenched  in  his 
hand.  The  gambler  sat  opposite  him  calm  and 
imperturbable. 

"  What  have  you  got  ?  "  said  Storm. 

"I  called  you,"  said  the  gambler,  "show  your 
hand." 

"  Yes ;  but  when  I  called  you,  you  asked  me  what 
I  had,  and  I  told  you.    What  have  yoii  got  ?  " 

*'I  am  not  afraid  to  show  my  hand,"  said  the 
gambler,  and  he  put  down  on  the  table  four  aces. 

"  There's  the  king  of  hearts,"  said  Storm,  putting 
it  down  on  the  table.  "  There's  the  queen  of  hearts, 
there's  the  knave  of  hearts,  there's  the  ten  of  hearts. 
Now,"  he  cried,  waving  his  other  card  in  the  air, 
**  can  you  tell  me  what  this  card  is  ?  " 

"I  am  sure  I  don't  know,"  answered  the  gambler, 
quietly,  "  probably  the  nine  of  hearts." 

*'It  is  the  nine  of  hearts,"  shouted  Storm,  placing 
it  down  beside  the  others. 

The  gambler  quietly  picked  up  the  cards,  and 
handed  them  to  the  man  who  was  to  deal.  Storm's 
hands  were  trembling  with  excitement  as  he  pulled 
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the  pile  of  ban^  notes  and  gold  towards  him.  He 
counted  out  what  I  had  given  him,  and  passed  it  to 
me  under  the  table.  The  rest  he  thrust  into  his 
j)ocket. 

**Come,"  I  said,  **it  is  time  to  go.  Don't  strain 
vour  luck." 

**  Another  five  pounds,"  he  whispered;  *' sit  where 
you  are." 

** xTonsense,"  I  said,  "another  five  pounds  will 
certainly  mean  that  you  lose  everything  you  have 
won.     Come  away,  I  want  to  talk  with  you." 

**  Another  five  pounds,  I  have  sworn  it." 

**  Very  well,  I  shall  not  stay  here  any  longer." 

" No,  no,"  he  cried  eagerly ;  "sit  where  you  are, 
sit  where  you  are." 

There  was  a  grim  thin  smile  on  the  lips  of  the 
gambler  as  this  whispered  conversation  took  place. 

When  the  next  hand  was  dealt  around  and  Storm 
looked  at  his  cards,  he  gave  another  gasp  of  delight. 
I  thought  that  a  poker  player  should  not  be  so  free 
with  his  emotions;  but  of  course  I  said  nothing. 
"When  it  came  his  time  to  bet,  he  planked  down  a  five- 
pound  note  on  the  table.  The  other  two,  as  was 
usual,  put  down  their  cards.  They  were  evidently 
very  timorous  players.  The  gambler  hesitated  for 
a  second,  then  he  put  a  ten-pound  note  on  Storm's 
five-pounds.     Storm  at  once  saw  him,  and  raised  him 
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ten.  The  gambler  hesitated  longer  this  time,  but  at 
last  he  said,  "I  shall  not  bet.     What  have  j'oii  got?" 

"Do  you  call  me?"  asked  Storm.  "Put  up  your 
money  if  you  do." 

*'  No,  I  do  not  call  you." 

Storm  laughed  and  threw  his  cards  face  up  on 
the  table.  '*  I  have  nothing,"  he  said,  "  I  have 
bluffed  you  for  once." 

**It  is  very  often  done,"  answered  the  gambler, 
quietly,  as  Storm  drew  in  his  pile  of  money,  stuffing 
it  again  in  his  coat  pocket.     *'  Your  deal.  Storm." 

''No,  sir,"  said  the  young  man,  rising  up;  "I'll 
never  touch  a  poker  hand  again.  I  have  got  my  own 
money  back  and  five  or  ten  pounds  over.  I  know 
when  I've  had  enough." 

Although  it  was  Storm's  deal,  the  gambler  had 
the  pack  of  cards  in  his  hand  idly  shuffling  them  to 
and  fro. 

"I  have  often  heard,"  he  said  slowly  without 
raising  his  eyes,  "that  when  one  fool  sits  down 
beside  another  fool  at  poker,  the  player  has  the  luck 
of  two  fools but  I  never  believed  it  before." 
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"  The  wi'll-sworn  Li(>,  franked  to  the  world  ^Yith  all 
The  circumstance  of  proof, 
Cringes  abashed,  and  sneaks  along  the  ■wall 
At  the  first  sight  of  Truth. 

The  Gihrontus  of  the  Hot  Cross  Bun  Line  was  at  one 
lime  the  best  ship  of  that  justly  celebrated  fleet.  All 
steamships  have,  of  course,  their  turn  at  the  head 
of  the  fleet  until  a  better  boat  is  built,  but  the 
Gihrontus  is  even  now  a  reasonably  fast  and  popular 
boat.  An  accident  happened  on  board  the  Gihrontus 
some  years  ago  which  was  of  small  importance  to 
the  general  public,  but  of  some  moment  to  Eichard 
Keeling — for  it  killed  him.  The  poor  man  got  only 
a  line  or  two  in  the  papers  when  the  steamer  arrived 
at  Nev^r  York,  and  then  they  spelled  his  name 
wrong.  It  had  lappened  something  like  this: 
Keeling  was  wandering  around  very  late  at  night, 
when  he  should  have  been  in  his  bunk,  and  he 
stepped  on  a  dark  place  that  he  thought  was  solid. 
As  it  happened,  there  was  nothing  between  him 
and    the   bottom    of   the    hold    but    space.    They 
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buried  Keeling  at  sea,  and  the  officers  knew  abso- 
lutely nothing  about  the  matter  when  inquisitive 
passengers,  hearing  rumours,  questioned  them.  This 
state  of  things  very  often  exists  both  on  sea  and 
land,  as  far  as  officials  are  concerned.  Mrs.  Keeling, 
who  had  been  left  in  England  while  her  husband 
went  to  America  to  make  his  fortune,  and  tumbled 
down  a  hole  instead,  felt  aggrieved  at  the  company. 
The  company  said  that  Keeling  had  no  business  to 
be  nosing  around  dark  places  on  the  deck  at  that 
time  of  night,  ^'nd  doubtless  their  contention  was 
just.  Mrs.  Keeling,  on  the  other  hand,  held  that  a 
steamer  had  no  right  to  have  such  mantraps  open 
at  any  time,  night  or  day,  without  having  them 
properly  guarded,  and  in  that  she  was  also  probably 
correct.  The  company  was  very  sorry,  of  course, 
that  the  thing  had  occurred ;  but  they  refused  to  pay 
for  Keeling  unless  compelled  to  do  so  by  the  law  of 
the  land,  and  there  matters  stood.  No  one  can  tell 
what  the  law  of  the  land  will  do  when  it  is  put  in 
motion,  although  many  people  thought  that  if  Mrs. 
Keeling  had  brought  a  suit  against  the  Hot  Cross 
Bun  Company,  she  would  have  won  it.  But  Mrs. 
Keeling  was  a  poor  wom^an,  and  you  have  to  put  a 
penny  in  the  slot  when  you  want  the  figures  of  justice 
to  work,  so  the  unfortunate  creature  signed  some- 
thing which  the  lawyer  of  the  company  had  written 
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out,  and  accepted  the  few  pounds  which  Kech'ng  had 
paid  for  Room  18  on  the  Gibrontus.  It  would  seem 
that  this  ought  to  have  settled  the  matter,  for  the 
lawyer  told  Mrs.  Keeling  he  thought  the  company 
acted  very  generously  in  refunding  the  passage 
money;  but  it  didn't  settle  the  matter.  "Within  a 
year  from  that  time,  the  company  voluntarily  paid 
Mrs.  .leeling  .£2100  for  her  husband.  Now  that  the 
occurrence  is  called  to  your  mind,  you  will  perhaps 
remember  the  editorial  one  of  the  leading  London 
dailies  had  on  the  extraordinary  circumstance,  in 
which  it  was  very  ably  shown  that  the  old  saying 
about  corporations  having  no  souls  to  be  condemned 
or  bodies  to  be  kicked  did  not  apply  in  these  days  of 
commercial  honour  and  integrity.  It  was  a  very 
touching  editorial,  and  it  caused  tears  to  be  shed  on 
the  Stock  Exchange,  the  members  having  had  no 
idea,  before  reading  it,  that  they  were  so  noble  and 
generous. 

How,  then,  was  it  that  the  Hot  Cross  Bun  Com- 
pany did  this  commendable  act  when  their  lawyer 
took  such  pains  to  clear  them  of  all  legal  liability  ? 
The  purser  of  the  Gibrontus,  who  is  now  old  and 
superannuated,  con    .  probably  tell  you  if  he  liked. 

When  the  negotiations  with  Mrs.  Keeling  had  been 
brought  to  a  satisfactory  conclusion  by  the  lawyer 
of    the  company,   and  when    that    gentleman  was 
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rubbing  his  Lunds  over  his  easy  victory,  the  good 
ship  Gibrontus  was  steaming  out  of  the  Mersey 
on  her  way  to  New  York.  The  stewards  in  the  grand 
saloon  were  busy  getting  things  in  order  for  dinner, 
when  a  wan  and  gaunt  passenger  spoke  to  one  of 
them. 

**  Where  have  you  placed  me  at  table  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  What  name,  sir  ?  "  asked  the  steward. 

**  Keeling." 

The  steward  looked  along  the  main  tables,  up  one 
side  and  down  the  other,  reading  the  cards,  but 
nowhere  did  he  find  the  name  he  was  in  search  of. 
Then  he  looked  at  the  email  tables,  but  also  without 
success. 

**  How  do  3^ou  spell  it,  sir  ?  "  he  asked  the  patient 
passenger. 

"  K-double-e  1-i-n-g." 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

Then  he  looked  up  and  down  the  four  rows  of 
names  on  the  passenger  list  he  held  in  his  hand, 
but  finally  shook  his  head. 

**I  can't  find  your  name  on  the  passenger  list," 
he  said.     "  I'll  speak  to  the  purser,  sir." 

**I  wish  you  would,"  replied  the  passenger  in  a 
listless  way,  as  if  he  had  not  much  interest  in  the 
matter.  The  passei'^ger,  whose  name  was  not  on  the 
list,  waited  until  the  steward  returned.  ; 
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''Would  3'ou  mind  stepping;;  into  the  purser's  room 
for  a  moment,  sir  ?    I'll  show  you  the  way,  sir." 

When  the  passenger  was  shown  into  the  purser's 
room  that  official  said  to  him,  in  the  urbane  manner 
of  pursers — 

"  Might  I  look  at  your  ticket,  sir  ?  " 

The  passenger  pulled  a  long  pocket-book  from  the 
inside  of  his  coat,  opened  it,  and  handed  the  purser 
the  document  it  contained.  The  purser  scrutinized 
it  sharply,  and  then  referred  to  a  list  he  had  on 
the  desk  before  him. 

"  This  is  very  strange,"  he  said  at  last.  "I  never 
knew  such  a  thing  to  occur  before,  although,  of 
course,  it  is  always  possible.  The  people  on  shore 
have  in  some  unaccountable  manner  left  your  name 
out  of  my  list.  I  am  sorry  you  have  been  put  to 
any  inconvenience,  sir." 

"There  has  been  no  inconvenience  so  far,"  said 
the  passenger,  "  and  I  trust  there  will  be  none.  You 
find  the  ticket  regular,  I  presume  ?  " 

"Quite  so— quite  so,"  replied  the  purser.  Then, 
to  the  waiting  steward,  "Give  Mr.  Keeling  any 
place  he  prefers  at  the  table  which  is  not  already 
taken.    You  have  Room  18." 

"  That  was  what  I  bought  at  Liverpool." 

"Well,  I  see  you  have  the  room  to  yourself,  and 
I  hope  you  will  find  it  comfortable.     Have  you  ever 
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crossed  with  us  before,  sir  ?  I  seem  to  recollect  your 
face." 

"  I  have  never  been  in  America." 

*'  Ah !  I  see  so  many  faces,  of  course,  that  I 
sometimes  fancy  I  know  a  man  when  I  don't.  Well, 
I  hope  you  will  have  a  pleasant  voyage,  sir." 

*' Thank  you." 

No.  18  was  not  a  popular  passenger.  People 
seemed  instinctively  to  shrink  from  him,  although  it 
must  be  admitted  that  he  made  no  advances.  All 
went  well  until  the  Gihrontus  was  about  half-way  over. 
One  forenoon  the  chief  officer  entered  the  captain's 
room  with  a  pale  face,  and,  shutting  the  door  after 
him,  said — 

"  I  am  very  sorry  to  have  to  report,  sir,  that  one 
of  the  passengers  has  fallen  into  the  hold." 

**Good  heavens!"  cried  the  captain.  "Is  he 
hurt?" 

"  He  is  killed,  sir." 

The  captain  stared  aghast  at  his  subordinate. 

**  How  did  it  happen  ?  I  gave  the  strictest  orders 
that  those  places  were  on  no  account  to  be  left  un- 
guarded." 

Although  the  company  had  held  to  Mrs.  Keeling 
that  the  captain  was  not  to  blame,  their  talk  with 
that  gentleman  was  of  an  entirely  different  tone. 

"  That  is  the  strange  part  of  it,  sir.    The  hatch  has 


■T 


NOT  ON  THE  PASSENGER  LIST. 


209 


one 


not  been  opened  this  voj-age,  sir,  and  was  securely 
bolted  down." 

"Nonsense!  Nobody  will  believe  such  a  story! 
Some  one  has  been  careless!  Ask  the  purser  to 
come  here,  please." 

When  the  purser  saw  the  body,  he  recollected,  and 
came  as  near  fainting  as  a  purser  can. 

They  dropped  Keeling  overboard  in  the  night, 
and  the  whole  affair  was  managed  so  quietly  that 
nobody  suspected  anything,  and,  what  is  the  most  in- 
credible thing  in  this  story,  the  New  York  papers 
did  not  have  a  word  about  it.  What  the  Liverpool 
office  said  about  the  matter  nobody  knows,  but  it 
must  have  stirred  up  something  like  a  breeze  in  that 
strictly  business  locality.  It  is  likely  they  pooh- 
poohed  the  whole  affair,  for,  strange  to  say,  when  the 
purser  tried  to  corroborate  the  story  with  the  dead 
man's  ticket  the  document  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 

The  Gihrontus  started  out  on  her  next  voyage  from 
Liverpool  with  all  her  colours  flying,  but  some  of 
her  officers  had  a  vague  feeling  of  unrest  within  them 
which  reminded  them  of  the  time  they  first  sailed 
on  the  heaving  seas.  The  purser  was  seated  in  his 
room,  busy,  as  pursers  always  are  at  the  beginning 
of  a  voyage,  when  there  was  a  rap  at  the  door. 

"  Come  in ! "  shouted  the  important  official,  and 
there  entered  unto  hinj  a  stranger,  who  said — 
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"  Are  you  the  purser  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir.    What  can  I  do  for  you  ?  " 

**  I  have  room  No.  18." 

"What!"  cried  the  purser,  with  a  gasp,  almost 
jumping  from  his  chair.  Then  he  looked  at  the 
robust  man  before  him,  and  sank  back  with  a  sigh 
of  relief.    It  was  not  Keeling. 

**I  have  room  No.  18,"  continued  the  passenger, 
"and  the  arrangement  I  made  with  your  people  in 
Liverpool  was  that  I  was  to  have  the  room  to 
myself.    I  do  a  great  deal  of  shipping  over  your " 

"Yes,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  purser,  after  having 
looked  rapidly  over  his  list,  "you  have  No.  18  to 
yourself." 

"  So  I  told  the  man  who  is  unpacking  his  luggage 
there ;  but  he  showed  me  his  ticket,  and  it  was  issued 
before  mine.  I  can't  quite  understand  why  your 
people  should " 

"  What  kind  of  a  looking  man  is  he  ?  " 

"  A  thin,  unhealthy,  cadaverous  man,  who  doesn't 
look  as  if  he  would  last  till  the  voyage  ends.  I  don't 
want  him  for  a  room  mate,  if  I  have  to  have  one. 
I  think  you  ought " 

"  I  will,  sir.  I  will  make  it  all  right.  I  suppose,  if 
it  should  happen  that  a  mistake  has  been  made,  and 
he  has  the  prior  claim  to  the  room,  you  would  not 
mind  taking  No.  24 — it  is  a  larger  and  better  room." 
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**  That  will  suit  me  exactly." 

So  the  purser  locked  his  door  and  went  down 
to  No.  18. 

**  Well  ?  "  he  said  to  its  occupant. 

"Well,"  answered  Mr.  Keeling,  looking  up  at  him 
with  his  cold  and  fishy  eyes. 

*'  You're  here  again,  are  you  ?  " 

"I'm  here  again,  and  I  ivill  be  here  again.  And 
again  and  again,  and  again  and  again. 

"  Now,  what  the "    Then  the  purser  hesitated 

a  moment,  and  thought  perhaps  he  had  better  not 
swear,  with  that  icy,  clammy  gaze  fixed  upon  him. 
"  What  object  have  you  in  all  this  ?  " 

"Object?  The  very  simple  one  of  making  your 
company  live  up  to  its  contract.  From  Liverpool 
to  New  York,  my  ticket  reads.  I  paid  for  being 
landed  in  the  United  States,  not  for  being  dumped 
overboard  in  mid-ocean.  Do  you  think  you  can  take 
me  over?  You  have  had  two  tries  at  it  and  have 
not  succeeded.  Yours  is  a  big  and  powerful  company 
too." 

"If  you  know  we  can't  do  it,  then  why  do 
you ?  "    The  purser  hesitated. 

"  Pester  you  with  my  presence  ?  "  suggested  Mr. 
Keeling.  "  Because  I  want  you  to  do  justice.  Two 
thousand  pounds  is  the  price,  and  I  will  raise  it  one 
hundred  pounds  every  trip." 
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This  time  the  New  York  papers  got  hold  of  the 
incident,  but  not  of  its  peculiar  features.  They  spoke 
of  the  extraordinary  carelessness  A  the  officers  in 
allowing  practically  the  same  accident  to  occur  twice 
on  the  same  boat.  When  the  Gihrontus  reached 
Liverpool  all  the  officers,  from  the  captain  down, 
sent  in  their  resignations.  Most  of  the  sailors  did 
not  take  the  trouble  to  resign,  but  cut  for  it.  The 
managing  director  was  annoyed  at  the  newspaper 
comments,  but  laughed  at  the  rest  of  the  story.  He 
was  invited  to  come  over  and  interview  Keeling  for 
his  own  satisfaction,  most  of  the  officers  promising  to 
remain  on  the  ship  if  ho  did  so.  He  took  Eoom 
18  himself.  What  happened  I  do  not  know,  for  the 
purser  refused  to  sail  again  on  the  Gihrontus,  and  was 
given  another  ship. 

But  this  much  is  certain.  When  the  managing 
director  got  back,  the  company  generously  paid  Mrs. 
Keeling  ^2100. 
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PLODKINS. 


"  "Which— life  or  dcatli  ?    Tis  a  gambler's  chance ! 
Yet,  unconcerned,  wc  spin  and  dance, 
On  the  brittle  thread  of  circumstance." 

I  UNDERSTAND  that  Plodkins  is  in  the  habit  of 
referring  sceptical  listeners  to  me,  and  telling  them 
that  I  will  substantiate  every  word  of  his  story. 
Now  this  is  hardly  fair  of  Plodkins.  I  can  certainly 
corroborate  part  of  what  he  says,  and  I  can  bear 
witness  to  the  condition  in  which  I  found  him  after 
his  ordeal  was  over.  So  I  have  thought  it  best,  in 
order  to  set  myself  right  with  the  public,  to  put 
down  exactly  what  occurred.  If  I  were  asked  whether 
or  not  I  believe  Plodkins'  story  myself,  I  would  have 
to  answer  that  sometimes  I  believe  it,  and  sometimes 
I  do  not.  Of  course  Plodkins  will  be  offended  when 
he  reads  this,  but  there  are  other  things  that  I  have 
to  say  about  him  which  will  perhaps  enrage  him  still 
more ;  still  they  are  the  truth.  For  instance,  Plodkins 
can  hardly  deny,  and  yet  probably  he  wdll  deny,  that 
he  was  one  of  the  most  talented  drinkers  in  America. 
I  venture  to  say  that  every  time  he  set  foot  in  Liver- 
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pool  coming  East,  or  in  New  York  going  West,  he 
was  just  on  the  verge  of  delirium  tremens,  because, 
being  necessarily  idle  during  the  voyage,  he  did  little 
else  but  drink  and  smoke.  I  never  knew  a  man  who 
could  take  so  much  liquor  and  show  such  small  re- 
sults. The  fact  was,  that  in  the  morning  Plodkins 
was  never  at  his  best,  because  he  was  nearer  sober  then 
than  at  any  other  part  of  the  day ;  but,  after  dinner, 
a  more  entertaining,  genial,  generous,  kind-hearted 
man  than  Hiram  Plodkins  could  not  be  found  any- 
where. 

I  want  to  speak  of  Plodkins'  story  with  the  calm, 
dispassionate  manner  of  a  judge,  rather  than  with  the 
partisanship  of  a  favourable  witness ;  and  although 
my  allusion  to  Plodkins'  habits  of  intoxication  may 
seem  to  him  defamatory  in  character,  and  unneces- 
sary, yet  I  mention  them  only  to  show  that  some- 
thing terrible  must  have  occurred  in  the  bath-room 
to  make  him  stop  short.  The  extraordinary  thing  is, 
from  that  day  to  this  Plodkins  has  not  touched  a 
drop  of  intoxicating  liquor,  which  fact  in  itself  strikes 
me  as  more  wonderful  than  the  story  he  tells. 

Plodkins  was  a  frequent  crosser  on  the  Atlantic 
steamers.  He  was  connected  with  commercial  houses 
on  both  sides  of  the  ocean ;  selling  in  America  for 
an  English  house,  and  buying  in  England  for  an 
American  establishment.    I  presume  it  was  his  ex- 
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periences  in  selling  goods  that  led  to  his  terrible 
habits  of  drinking.  I  understood  from  him  that  out 
West,  if  you  are  selling  goods  you  have  to  do  a  great 
deal  of  treating,  and  every  time  you  treat  another 
man  to  a  glass  of  wine,  or  a  whiskey  cocktail,  you 
have,  of  course,  to  drink  with  him.  But  this  has 
nothing  to  do  with  Plodkins'  story. 

On  an  Atlantic  liner,  when  there  is  a  large  list  of 
passengers,  especially  of  English  passengers,  it  is 
difficult  to  get  a  convenient  hour  in  the  morning  at 
which  to  aike  a  bath.  This  being  the  case,  the 
purser  usually  takes  down  the  names  of  applicants 
and  assigns  each  a  particular  hour.  Your  hour  may 
be,  say  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning.  The  next 
man  comes  on  at  half-past  seven,  and  the  third  man 
at  eight,  and  so  on.  The  bedroom  steward  raps  at 
your  door  when  the  proper  time  arrives,  and  informs 
you  that  the  bath  is  ready.  You  wrap  a  dressing- 
gown  or  a  cloak  around  you,  and  go  along  the  silent 
corridors  to  the  bath-room,  coming  back,  generally 
before  your  half  hour  is  up,  like  a  giant  refreshed. 

Plodkins'  bath  hour  was  seven  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing. Mine  was  half-past  seven.  On  the  particular 
morning  in  question  the  steward  did  not  call  me, 
and  I  thought  he  had  forgotten,  so  I  passed  along 
the  dark  corridor  and  tried  the  bath-room  door. 
I  found  it  unbolted,  and  as  everything  was  quiet 
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inside,  I  entered.  I  thought  nobody  was  there, 
so  I  shoved  the  bolt  in  the  door,  and  went  over 
to  see  if  the  water  had  been  turned  on.  The 
light  was  a  little  dim  even  at  that  time  of  the 
morning,  and  I  must  say  I  was  horror-stricken  to 
see,  lying  in  the  bottom  of  the  bath-tub,  with  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  ceiling,  Plodkins.  I  am  quite 
willing  to  admit  that  I  was  never  so  startled  in  my 
life.  I  thought  at  first  Plodkins  was  dead,  notwith- 
standing his  open  eyes  staring  at  the  ceiling;  but 
he  murmured,  in  a  sort  of  husky  far-away  whisper, 
*'  Thank  God,"  and  then  closed  his  eyes. 

**  What's  the  matter,  Plodkins?"  I  said.  *' Are  you  ill  ? 
What's  the  matter  with  you  ?    Shall  I  call  for  help  ?" 

There  was  a  feeble  negative  motion  of  the  head. 
Then  he  said,  in  a  whisper,  '*  Is  the  door  bolted  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  answered. 

After  another  moment's  pause,  I  said — 

**  Shall  I  ring,  and  get  you  some  whiskey  or  brandy?  " 

Again  he  shook  his  head. 

**  Help  me  to  get  up,"  he  said  feebly. 

He  was  very  much  shaken,  and  I  had  some  trouble 
in  getting  him  on  his  feet,  and  seating  him  on  the 
one  chair  in  the  room. 

*' You  had  better  come  to  my  state-room,"  I  said ; 
*'it  is  uearer  than  yours.  What  has  happened  to 
you?" 
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He  replied,  "I  v;ill  go  in  a  moment.  Wait  a 
minute."    And  I  ^Yaited. 

**Now,"  he  continued,  when  he  had  apparently 
pulled  himself  together  a  bit,  ''just  turn  on  the 
electric  light,  will  you  ?  " 

I  reached  up  to  the  peg  of  the  electric  light  and 
turned  it  on.  A  shudder  passed  over  Plodkins'  frame, 
but  he  said  nothing.  He  seemed  puzzled,  and  once 
more  I  asked  him  to  let  me  take  him  to  my  state- 
room, but  he  shook  his  head. 

**  Turn  on  the  water."    I  did  so. 

*'  Turn  out  the  electric  light."     I  did  that  also. 

"Now,"  he  added,  "put  your  hand  in  the  water 
and  turn  on  the  electric  light." 

I  was  convinced  Plodkins  had  become  insane,  but 
I  recollected  I  was  there  alone  with  him,  shaky  as 
he  was,  in  a  room  with  a  bolted  door,  so  I  put  my 
fingers  in  the  water  and  attempted  to  turn  on  the 
electric  light.  I  got  a  shock  that  was  very  much 
greater  than  that  which  I  received  when  I  saw  Plod- 
kins lying  at  the  bottom  of  the  bath-tub.  I  gave  a 
yell  and  a  groan,  and  staggered  backwards.  Then 
Plodkins  laughed  a  feeble  laugh. 

"Now,"  he  said,  "I  will  go  with  you  to  your 
state-room." 

The  laugh  seemed  to  have  braced  up  Plodkins  like 
a  glass  of  liquor  would  have  done,  and  when  we  got 
to  my  state-room  he  was  able  to  tell  me  what  had 
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happened.  As  a  sort  of  preface  to  his  remarks,  I 
would  like  to  say  a  word  or^  two  about  that  bath-tub. 
It  was  similar  to  bath-tubs  on  board  other  steamers  ; 
a  great  and  very  deep  receptacle  of  solid  marble. 
There  were  different  nickel-plated  taps  for  letting 
in  hot  or  cold  water,  or  fresh  water  or  salt  water 
as  was  desired ;  and  the  escape-pipe  instead  of  being 
at  the  end,  as  i'  is  in  most  bath-tubs,  was  in  the 
centre.  It  wac  the  custom  of  the  bath-room  steward 
to  fill  it  about  half  full  of  water  at  whatever  tempera- 
ture you  desired.  Then,  placing  a  couple  of  towels 
on  the  rack,  he  would  go  and  call  the  man  whose 
hour  it  was  to  bathe. 

Plodkins  said,  **  When  I  went  in  there  everything 
appeared  as  usual,  except  that  the  morning  was  very 
dark.  I  stood  in  the  bath-tub,  the  water  coming 
nearly  to  my  knees,  and  reached  up  to  turn  on  the 
electric  light.  The  moment  I  touched  the  brass  key 
I  received  a  shock  that  simply  paralyzed  me.  I 
think  liquor  has  something  to  do  with  the  awful 
effect  the  electricity  had  upon  me,  because  I  had 
taken  too  much  the  night  before,  and  was  feeling 
very  shaky  indeed ;  but  the  result  was  that  I  simply 
fell  full  length  in  the  bath-tub  just  as  you  found  me. 
I  was  unable  to  move  anything  except  my  fingers 
and  toes.  I  did  not  appear  to  be  hurt  in  the  least, 
and  my  senses,  instead  of  being  dulled  by  the  shock, 
seemed  to  be  preternaturally  sharp,  and  I  realized 
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in  a  moment  that  if  this  inability  to  move  remained 
with  me  for  five  minutes  I  was  a  dead  man — dead, 
not  from  the  shock,  but  by  drowning.  I  gazed  up 
through  that  clear  green  water,  and  I  could  see  the 
ripples  on  the  surface  slowly  subsiding  after  my 
plunge  into  the  tub.  It  reminded  me  of  looking  into 
an  aquarium.  You  know  how  you  see  up  through 
the  water  to  the  surface  with  the  bubbles  rising  to 
the  t  p.  I  knew  that  nobody  would  como  in  for  at 
least  half  an  hour,  and  even  I'len  1  couldn't  remember 
whether  I  had  belted  the  door  or  not.  Sometimes 
I  bolt  it,  and  sometimes  I  don't.  I  didn't  this  morn- 
ing, as  it  happens.  All  the  time  I  felt  that  strength 
was  slowly  returning  to  me,  for  I  continually  worked 
my  fingers  and  toes,  and  now  feeling  seemed 
to  be  coming  up  to  my  wrists  and  arms.  Then  I 
remembered  that  the  vent  was  in  the  middle  of  the 
bath-tub ;  so,  wriggling  my  fingers  around,  I  got  hold 
of  the  ring,  and  pulled  up  the  plug.  In  the  dense 
silence  that  was  around  me,  I  could  not  tell  whether 
the  water  was  running  out  or  not ;  but  gazing  up 
towards  the  ceiling  I  thought  I  saw  the  surface 
gradually  sinking  down  and  down  and  down.  Of 
course  it  couldn't  have  been  more  than  a  few  seconds, 
but  it  seemed  to  be  years  and  years  and  years.  I 
knew  that  if  *  nee  I  let  my  breath  go  I  would  be 
drowned,  merely  by  the  spasmodic  action  of  my 
lungs  trying  to  recover  air.      I   felt  as  if  I  should 
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burst.  It  was  a  match  against  time,  with  life  or 
death  as  the  stake.  At  first,  as  I  said,  my  senses 
were  abnormally  sharp,  but,  by  and  by,  I  began  to 
notice  chat  they  were  wavering.  I  thought  the  glassy 
surface  of  the  water,  which  I  could  see  above  me,  was 
in  reality  a  great  sheet  of  crystal  that  somebody  was 
pressing  down  upon  me,  and  I  began  to  think  that 
the  moment  it  reached  my  face  I  would  smother.  I 
tried  to  struggle,  but  was  held  with  a  grip  of  steel. 
Finally,  this  slab  of  crystal  came  down  to  my  nose, 
and  seemed  to  split  apart.  I  could  hold  on  no 
longer,  and  with  a  mighty  expiration  blew  the  water 
up  towards  the  ceiling,  and  drew  in  a  frightful 
smothering  breath  of  salt  water,  that  I  blew  in  turn 
upwards,  and  the  next  breath  I  took  in  had  some 
air  with  the  water.  I  felt  the  water  tickling  the 
corners  of  my  mouth,  and  receding  slower  and  slower 
down  my  face  and  neck.  Then  I  think  I  must  have 
become  insensible  until  just  before  you  entered  the 
room.  Of  course  there  is  something  wrong  with  the 
electric  fittings,  and  there  is  a  leak  of  electricity ; 
but  I  think  liquor  is  at  the  bottom  of  all  this.  I 
don't  believe  it  would  have  affected  me  like  this  if 
I  had  not  been  soaked  in  whiskey." 

"  If  I  were  you,"  I  said,  "  1  would  leave  whiskey 
alone." 

"I  intend  to,"  he  answered  solemnly,  "and  baths  too." 


»■    r 


A    CASE    OF  FEVER, 


•i , 


>> 


"  O,  underneath  the  blood-red  sun, 
No  bloodier  deed  was  ever  done ! 
Nor  fiercer  retribution  soup^ht 
The  hand  that  first  red  ruin  wrought.' 

This  is  the  doctor's  story — 

The  doctors  on  hoard  the  Atlantic  liners  are  usually 
young  men.  They  r^re  good-looking  and  entertaining 
as  well,  and  generally  they  can  play  the  violin  or 
some  other  instrument  that  is  of  great  use  at  the 
inevitable  concert  which  takes  place  about  the  middle 
of  the  Atlantic.  They  are  urbane,  polite  young  men, 
and  they  chat  pleasantly  and  nicely  to  the  ladies  on 
board.  I  believe  that  the  doctor  on  the  Transatlantic 
steamer  has  to  be  there  on  account  of  the  steerage 
passengers.  Of  course  the  doctor  goes  to  the  steerage ; 
but  I  imagine,  as  a  general  thing,  he  does  not  spend 
any  more  time  there  than  the  rules  of  the  service 
compel  him  to.  The  ladies,  at  least,  would  be  unani- 
mous in  saying  that  the  doctor  is  one  of  the  most 
charming  officials  on  board  the  ship. 

This  doctor,  who  tells  the  story  I  am  about  to 
relate,  was  not  like  the  usual  Atlantic  physician. 
He  was  older  than  the  average,  and,  to  judge  by 
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his  somewhat  haggard,  rugged  face,  had  seen  hard 
times  and  rough  usage  in  different  parts  of  the  world. 
Why  he  came  to  settle  down  on  an  Atlantic  steamer — 
a  herth  which  is  a  starting-point  rather  than  a 
terminus — I  have  no  means  of  knowing.  He  never 
told  us ;  but  there  he  was,  and  one  night,  as  he 
smoked  his  pipe  with  us  in  the  smoking-room,  we 
closed  the  door,  and  compelled  him  to  tell  us  a  story. 

As  a  preliminary,  he  took  out  of  his  inside  pocket 
a  book,  from  which  he  selected  a  slip  of  creased  paper, 
which  had  been  there  so  long  that  it  was  rather  the 
worse  for  wear,  and  had  to  be  tenderly  handled. 

"As  a  beginning,"  said  the  doctor,  "I  will  read 
you  what  this  slip  of  paper  says.  It  is  an  extract 
from  one  of  the  United  States  Government  Reports  in 
the  Indian  department,  and  it  relates  to  a  case  of 
fever,  which  caused  the  death  of  the  celebrated  Indian 
chief  Wolf  Tusk. 

**I  am  not  sure  that  I  am  doing  quite  right  in 
telling  this  story.  There  may  be  some  risk  for  my- 
self in  relating  it,  and  I  don't  know  exactly  what  the 
United  States  Government  might  have  in  store  for 
me  if  the  truth  came  to  be  known.  In  fact,  I  am  not 
able  to  say  whether  I  acted  rightly  or  wrongly  in  the 
matter  I  have  to  tell  you  about.  You  shall  be  the 
best  judges  of  that.  There  is  no  question  but  Wolf 
Tusk  was  an  old  monster,  and  there  is  no  question 
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either  that  the  men  who  dealt  with  him  had  been 
grievously— but,  then,  there  is  no  use  in  my  giving 
you  too  many  preliminaries;  each  one  will  say  for 
himself  whether  he  would  have  acted  as  I  did  or  not. 
I  will  make  my  excuses  at  the  end  of  the  story." 
Then  he  read  the  slip  of  paper.  I  have  not  a  copy 
of  it,  and  have  to  quote  from  memory.  It  was  the 
report  of  the  physician  who  saw  Wolf  Tusk  die,  and 
it  went  on  to  say  that  about  nine  o'clock  in  the 
morning  a  heavy  and  unusual  fever  set  in  on  that 
chief.  He  had  been  wounded  in  the  battle  of  the 
day  before,  when  he  was  captured,  and  the  fever 
attacked  all  parts  of  his  body.  Although  the  doctor 
had  made  every  effort  in  his  power  to  relieve  the 
Indian,  nothing  could  stop  the  ravages  of  the  fever. 
At  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  having  been  in  great 
pain,  and,  during  the  latter  part,  delirious,  he  died, 
and  was  buried  near  the  spot  where  he  h^d  taken 
ill.     This  was  signed  by  the  doctor. 

"  What  I  have  read  you,"  said  the  physician,  fold- 
ing up  the  paper  again,  and  placing  it  in  his  pocket- 
book,  "  is  strictly  and  accurately  true,  otherwise,  of 
course,  I  would  not  have  so  reported  to  the  Govern- 
ment. Wolf  Tusk  was  the  chief  of  a  band  of  irre- 
concilables,  who  were  now  in  one  part  of  the  West 
and  now  in  another,  giving  a  great  deal  of  trouble 
to  the  authorities.     Wolf  Tusk  and  his  band  had 
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splendid  horses,  and  they  never  attacked  a  force  that 
outnumbered  their  own.  In  fact,  they  never  attacked 
anything  where  the  chances  were  not  twenty  to  o^  )  in 
their  favour,  but  that,  of  course,  is  Indian  warfare ;  and 
in  this,  Wolf  Tusk  wa^  no  different  from  his  fellows. 

"  On  one  occasion  Wolf  Tusk  and  his  band  sw^ooped 
down  on  a  settlement  where  they  knew  that  all  the 
defenders  were  away,  and  no  one  but  women  and 
children  were  left  to  meet  them.  Here  one  of  the 
most  atrocious  massacres  of  the  West  took  place. 
Every  woman  and  child  in  the  settlement  was  killed 
under  circumstances  of  inconceivable  brutality.  The 
buildings,  such  as  they  were,  w^ere  burnt  down,  and, 
when  the  men  returned,  they  found  nothing  but  heaps 
of  smouldering  ruin. 

**  Wolf  Tusk  and  his  band,  knowing  there  would  be 
trouble  about  this,  had  made  for  the  broken  ground 
where  they  could  so  well  defend  themselves.  The 
alarm,  however,  was  speedily  given,  and  a  company 
of  cavalry  from  the  nearest  fort  started  in  hot  pursuit. 

*'  I  was  the  physician  who  accompanied  the  troops. 
The  men  whose  families  had  been  massacred,  and 
who  were  all  mounted  on  swift  horses,  begged  per- 
mission to  go  with  the  soldiers,  and  that  permission 
was  granted,  because  it  was  known  that  their  leader 
would  take  them  after  Wolf  Tusk  on  his  own  account, 
and  it  was  thought  better  to  have  every  one  engaged 
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in  the  pursuit  under  the  direct  command  of  the  chief 
officer. 

"  He  divided  his  troop  into  three  parts,  one  follow- 
ing slowly  after  Wolf  Tusk,  and  the  other  two  taking 
roundabout  ways  to  head  off  the  savages  from  the 
broken  ground  and  foothills  from  which  no  number 
of  United  States  troops  could  have  dislodged  them. 
These  flanking  parties  were  partly  successful.  They 
did  not  succeed  in  heading  off  the  Indians  entirely, 
but  one  succeeded  in  changing  their  course,  and 
throwing  the  Indians  unexpectedly  into  the  way  of 
the  other  flanking  party,  when  a  sharp  battle  took 
place,  and,  during  its  progress,  we  in  the  rear  came 
up.  When  the  Indians  saw  our  reinforcing  party 
come  towards  them  each  man  broke  away  for  himself 
and  made  for  the  wilderness.  Wolf  Tusk,  who  had 
been  wounded,  and  had  his  horse  shot  under  him,  did 
not  succeed  in  escaping.  The  two  flanking  parties 
now  having  reunited  with  the  main  body,  it  was 
decided  to  keep  the  Indians  on  the  run  for  a  day  or 
two  at  least,  and  so  a  question  arose  as  to  the 
disposal  of  the  wounded  chief.  He  could  not  bo 
taken  with  the  fighting  party  ;  there  were  no  soldiers 
to  spare  to  take  him  back,  and  so  the  leader  of  the 
settlers  said  that  as  they  had  had  enough  of  war,  they 
would  convey  him  to  the  fort.  Why  the  commander 
allowed  this  io  be  done,  I  -"'o  not  know.     He  must 
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have  realized  the  feelings  of  the  settlers  towards  the 
man  who  massacred  their  wives  and  children.  How- 
ever, the  request  of  the  settlers  was  acceded  to,  and 
I  was  ordered  back  also,  as  I  had  been  slightly 
wounded.  You  can  see  the  mark  here  on  my  cheek, 
nothing  serious ;  but  the  commander  thought  I  had 
better  get  back  into  the  fort,  as  he  was  certain  there 
would  be  no  more  need  of  my  services.  The  Indians 
were  on  the  run,  and  would  make  no  further  stand. 

"  It  was  about  three  days'  march  from  where  the 
engagement  had  taken  place  to  the  fort.  Wolf  Tusk 
was  given  one  of  the  captured  Indian  horses.  I 
attended  to  the  wound  in  his  leg,  and  he  was  strapped 
on  the  horse,  bo  that  there  could  be  no  possibility 
of  his  escaping. 

"We  camped  the  first  night  in  a  little  belt  of 
timber  that  bordered  a  small  stream,  now  nearly  dry. 
In  the  morning  I  was  somewhat  rudely  awakened, 
and  found  myself  tied  hand  and  foot,  with  two  or 
three  of  the  settlers  standing  over  me.  They  helped 
me  to  my  feet,  then  half  carried  and  half  led  me  to  a 
tree,  where  they  tied  me  securely  to  the  trunk. 

"  *  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  What  is  the  mean- 
ing of  this  ? '  I  said  to  them  in  astonishment. 

*'* Nothing,'  was  the  answer  of  the  leader;  *that 
is,  nothing,  if  you  will  sign  a  certain  medical  report 
which  is  to  go  to  the  Government.  You  will  see, 
from  where  you   are,   everything  that   is   going  to 
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happen,  and  we  expect  you  to  report  truthfully ;  but 
we  will  take  the  liberty  of  writing  the  report  for  you. 

"  Then  I  noticed  that  Wolf  Tusk  was  tied  to  a  tree 
in  a  manner  similar  to  myself,  and  around  him  had 
been  collected  a  quantity  of  firewood.  This  firewood 
was  not  piled  up  to  his  feet,  but  formed  a  circle  at 
some  d_stance  from  him,  so  that  the  Indian  would 
be  slowly  roasted. 

''  There  is  no  use  in  my  describing  what  took  place. 
When  I  tell  you  that  they  lit  the  fire  at  nine  o'clock, 
and  that  it  was  not  until  four  in  the  afternoon  that 
Wolf  Tusk  died,  you  will  understand  the  peculiar 
horror  of  it. 

"  '  Now,'  said  the  leader  to  me  when  everything  was 
over,  *  here  is  the  report  I  have  written  out,'  and  he 
read  to  me  the  report  which  I  have  read  to  you. 

*' '  This  dead  villain  has  murdered  our  wives  and 
our  children.  If  I  could  have  made  his  torture  last 
for  two  weeks  I  would  have  done  so.  You  have  made 
every  effort  to  save  him  by  trying  to  break  loose, 
and  you  have  not  succeeded.  We  are  not  going  to 
harm  you,  even  though  you  refuse  to  sign  this  report. 
You  cannot  bring  him  to  life  again,  thank  God,  and 
all  you  can  do  is  to  put  more  trouble  on  the  heads 
of  men  who  have  already,  through  red  devils  like 
this,  had  more  trouble  than  they  can  well  stand  and 
keep  sane.    Will  yoi;  sign  the  report  ?  ' 

"  I  said  I  would,  and  I  did." 
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now  THE  CAPTAIN  GOT  If  IS 
STEAMER   OUT 

"  On  liis  own  pertioular  wcll-wroupjlit  row, 

That  he's  strtuldlcd  for  ages — 

Leo  rut  its  lay  and  its  gages — 
His  stylo  may  seem  queer,  but  permit  liim  to  know, 
The  likeliest,  sprightliest,  manner  to  hoc." 

"  There  is  nothing  more  certain  than  that  some  daj^ 
we  will  have  to  record  a  terrible  disaster  directly 
traceable  to  ocean  racing. 

"  The  vivid  account  which  one  of  our  reporters  gives 
in  another  column  of  how  the  captain  of  the  Arrowic 
went  blundering  across  the  bar  yesterday  in  one  of 
the  densest  fogs  of  the  season  is  very  interesting 
reading.  Of  course  the  account  does  not  pretend  to 
be  anything  more  than  imaginary,  for,  until  the 
Arrowic  reaches  Queenstown,  if  she  ever  does  under 
her  present  captain,  no  one  can  tell  how  much  of 
luck  was  mixed  with  the  recklessness  which  took 
this  steamer  out  into  the  Atlantic  in  the  midst  of  the 
thickest  fog  we  have  had  this  year.  All  that  can  be 
known  at  present  is,  that,  when  the  fog  lifted,  the 
splendid  steamer  Dartonia  was  lying  at  anchor  in  the 
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bcay,  having  missed  the  tide,  while  the  Arroivk  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen.     If  the  fog  was  too  thick  for  the 
Dartonia  to  cross  the  bar,  how,  then,  did  the  captain 
of  the  Arroicic  get  his  boat  out?    The  captr.in  of 
the  Arrowic  should  be  taught  to  remember  that  there 
are  other  things  to  be  thought  of  beside  the  defeating 
of  a  rival  steamer.     He  should  be  made  to  understand 
that   he  has  under  his  charge  a  steamer  worth  a 
million  and  a  half  of  dollars,  and  a  cargo  probably 
nearly  as  valuable.      Still,  he  might  have  lost  his 
ship  and  cargo,  and  we  would  have  had  no  word  to 
say.      That  concerns  the   steamship   company  and 
the  owners  of  the  cargo ;  but  he  had  also  in  his  care 
nearly  a  thousand  human  lives,  and  these  he  should 
not  be  allowed  to  juggle  with  in  order  to  beat  all 
the  rival  steamers  in  the  world." 

The  above  editorial  is  taken  from  the  columns  of 
the  New  York  Daibj  Mentor.  The  substance  of  it 
had  been  cabled  across  to  London  and  it  made 
IDleasant  reading  for  the  captain  of  the  Arrowic  at 
Queenstown.  The  captain  didn't  say  anything  about 
it;  he  was  not  a  talkative  man.  Probably  he  ex- 
plained to  his  chief,  if  the  captain  of  an  ocean  liner 
can  possibly  have  a  chief,  how  he  got  his  vessel  out 
of  New  York  harbour  in  a  fog ;  but,  if  he  did,  the 
explanation  was  never  made  public,  and  so  here's 
an  account  of  it  published  for  the  first  time,  and  it 
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may  give  a  pointer  to  the  captain  of  the  rival  liner 
Bartonia,  I  may  say,  however,  that  the  purser  was 
not  as  silent  as  the  captain.  He  was  very  indignant 
at  what  he  called  the  outrage  of  the  New  York  paper, 
and  said  a  great  many  unjustifiable  things  about 
newspaper  men.  He  knew  I  was  a  newspaper  man 
myself,  and  probably  that  is  the  reason  he  launched 
his  maledictions  against  the  fraternity  at  my  head. 

"  Just  listen  to  that  wretched  penny-a-liner,"  ho 
said,  rapping  savagely  on  the  paper  with  the  back  of 
his  hand. 

I  intimated  mildly  that  they  paid  more  than  a 
penny  a  line  for  newspaper  work  in  New  York,  but 
he  said  that  wasn't  the  point.  In  fact  the  purser 
was  too  angry  to  argue  calmly.  He  was  angry  the 
whole  way  from  Queenstown  to  Liverpool. 

"Here,"  he  said,  "is  some  young  fellow,  who 
probably  never  saw  the  inside  of  a  ship  in  his  life, 
and  yet  he  thinks  he  can  tell  the  captain  of  a  great 
ocean  liner  what  should  be  done  and  what  shouldn't. 
Just  think  of  the  cheek  of  it." 

"  I  don't  see  any  cheek  in  it,"  I  said,  as  soothingly 
as  possible.  "  You  don't  mean  to  pretend  to  argue 
at  this  time  of  day  that  a  newspaper  man  does  not 
know  how  to  conduct  every  other  business  as  well  as 
his  own." 

But  the  purser  did  make  that  very  contention, 
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although  of  course  he  must  be  excused,  for,  as  I  said, 
he  was  not  in  a  good  temper. 

**  Newspaper  men,"  he  continued,  **  act  as  if  they 
did  know  everything.     They  pretend  in  their  papers 
that  every  man  thinks  he  knows  how  to  run  a  news- 
paper or  a  hotel.     But  look  at  their  own  case.     See 
the  advice  they  give  to  statesmen.     See  how  they 
would  govern  Germany,   or  England,  or  any  other 
country  under  the  sun.     Does  a  big  bank  get  into 
trouble,   the   newspaper   man   at  once   informs  the 
financiers  how  they  should    have   conducted   their 
business.    Is  there  a  great  railway  smash-up,  the 
newspaper  man  shows  exactly  how  it  could  have  been 
avoided  if  he  had  had  the  management  of  the  railway. 
Is  there  a  big  strike,  the  newspaper  man  steps  in. 
He  tells  both  sides  what  they  should  do.     If  every 
man  thinks  he  can  run  a  hotel,  or  a  newspaper — 
and  I  am  sure  most  men  could  run  a  newspaper  as 
well  as  the  newspapers  are  conducted  now — the  con- 
ceit of  the  ordinary  man  is  nothing  to  the  conceit  of 
the  newspaper  man.     He  not  only  thinks  he  can  run 
a  newspaper  and  a  hotel,  but  every  other  business 
under  the  sun." 

"  And  how  do  you  know  he  can't,"  I  asked. 

But  the  purser  would  not  listen  to  reason.  He 
contended  that  a  captain  who  had  crossed  the  ocean 
hundreds  of  times  and  for  years  and  years  had  worked 
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his  way  up,  had  just  as  big  a  sense  of  responsibility 
for  his  passengers  and  his  ship  and  his  cargo  as  any 
newspaper  man  in  New  York  could  have,  and  this 
palpably  absurd  contention  he  maintained  all  the 
way  to  Liverpool. 

When  a  great  ocean  racer  is  making  ready  to  put 
out  to  sea,  there  can  hardly  be  imagined  a  more 
bustling  scene  than  that  which  presents  itself  on  the 
deck  and  on  the  wharf.  There  is  the  rush  of  pas- 
sengers, the  banging  about  of  luggage,  the  hurrying 
to  and  fro  on  the  decks,  the  roar  of  escaping  steam, 
the  working  of  immense  steam  cranes  hoisting  and 
lowering  great  bales  of  merchandise  and  luggage  from 
the  wharf  to  the  hold,  and  here  and  there  in  quiet 
corners,  away  from  the  rush,  are  tearful  people 
bidding  good-bye  to  one  another. 

The  Arroiuic  and  the  Dartonia  left  on  the  same  day 
and  within  the  same  hour,  from  wharfs  that  were 
almost  adjoining  each  other.  We  on  board  the 
Arrowic  could  see  the  same  bustle  and  stir  on  board 
the  Dartonia  that  we  ourselves  were  in  the  midst  of. 

The  Da  '  >  was  timed  to  leave  about  half  an 
hour  ?'  i  us,  and  we  heard  the  frantic  ringing 

of  hex  ot  bell  w^arning  everybody  to  get  on  shore 
who  were  not  going  to  cross  the  ocean.  Then  the 
great  steamer  backed  slowly  out  from  her  wharf. 

Of  course  all  of  us  who  were  going  on  the  Avromc 
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were  warm  champions  of  that  ship  as  the  crack  ocean 
racer;  but,  as  the  Da rtoni a  moved  backwards  witli 
slow  stately  majesty,  all  her  colours  flying,  and  her 
decks  black  with  passengers  crowding  to  the  rail  and 
gazing  towards  us,  we  could  not  deny  that  she  was 
a  splendid  vessel,  and  **  even  the  ranks  of  Tuscany 
could  scarce  forbear  a  cheer."  Once  out  in  the  stream 
her  twin  screws  enabled  her  to  turn  around  almost 
without  the  help  of  tugs,  and  just  as  our  last  bell  was 
ringing  she  moved  off  down  the  bay.  Then  we  backed 
slowly  out  in  the  same  fashion,  and,  although  we  had 
not  the  advantage  of  seeing  ourselves,  we  saw  a  great 
sight  on  the  wharf,  which  was  covered  with  people, 
ringing  with  cheers,  and  white  with  the  flutter  of 
handkerchiefs. 

As  we  headed  down  stream  the  day  began  to  get 
rather  thick.  It  had  been  gloomy  all  morning,  and 
by  the  time  we  reached  the  statue  of  Liberty  it  w  is 
so  foggy  that  one  could  hardly  see  three  boats'  length 
ahead  or  behind.  All  eyes  were  strained  to  catch  a 
glimpf  3  of  the  Dartonia,  but  nothing  of  her  was 
visible.  Shortly  after,  the  fog  came  down  in  earnest 
and  blotted  out  everything.  There  was  a  strong  wind 
blowing,  and  the  vapour,  which  was  cold  and  piercing, 
swept  the  deck  with  dripping  moisture.  Then  we 
came  to  a  standstill.  The  ship's  bell  was  rung  con- 
tinually forward  and  somebody  was  whanging  on  the 
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gong  towards  the  stern.  Everybody  knew  that,  if  this 
sort  of  thing  lasted  long,  we  would  not  get  over  the  bar 
that  tide,  and  consequently  everybody  felt  annoyed, 
for  this  delay  would  lengthen  the  trip,  and  people,  as 
a  general  thing,  do  not  take  passage  on  an  ocean  racer 
with  the  idea  of  getting  in  a  day  late.  Suddenly  the 
fog  lifted  clear  from  shore  to  shore.  Then  vv^e  saw 
something  that  was  not  calculated  to  put  our  minds 
at  ease.  A  uig  three-masted  vessel,  with  full  sail, 
dashed  past  us  only  a  very  few  yards  behind  the  stern 
of  the  mammoth  steamer. 

"  Look  at  that  blundering  idiot,"  said  the  purser  to 
me,  **  rushing  full  speed  over  crowded  New  York  Bay 
in  a  fog  as  thick  as  pea-soup.  A  captain  who  would 
do  a  thing  like  that  ought  to  be  hanged.'* 

Before  the  fog  settled  down  again  we  saw  the 
Dartonia  with  her  anchor  chain  oat  a  few  hundred 
yards  to  our  left,  and,  further  on,  one  of  the  big  Ger- 
man steamers,  also  at  anchor. 

In  the  short  time  that  the  fog  was  lifted  our  own 
vessel  made  some  progress  towards  the  bar.  Then 
the  thickness  came  down  again.  A  nautical  passenger, 
who  had  crossed  many  times,  came  aft  to  where  I  was 
standing,  and  said — 

"  Do  you  notice  what  the  captain  is  trying  to  do  ?  " 

'*  Well,"  I  answered,  **  I  don't  see  how  anybody  can 
do  anything  in  weather  like  this." 
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"There  is  a  strong  wind  blowing,"  continued  the 
nautical  passenger,  "  and  the  fog  is  liable  to  lift  for 
a  few  minutes  at  a  time.  If  it  lifts  often  enough  our 
captain  is  going  to  get  us  over  the  bar.  It  will  be 
rather  a  sharp  bit  of  work  if  he  succeeds.  You  notice 
that  tlie  Dartonia  has  thrown  out  her  anchor.  She  is 
evidently  going  to  wait  where  she  is  until  the  fog 
clears  away  entirely." 

So  with  that  we  two  went  forward  to  see  what  was 
being  done.  The  captain  stood  on  the  bridge  and 
beside  him  the  pilot,  but  the  fog  was  now  so  thick  wo 
could  hardly  see  them,  although  we  stood  close  by, 
on  the  piece  of  deck  in  front  of  the  wheelhouse.  The 
almost  incessant  clanging  of  the  bell  was  kept  up,  and 
in  the  pauses  we  heard  answering  bells  from  different 
points  in  the  thick  fog.  Then,  for  a  second  time,  and 
with  equal  suddenness,  the  fog  lifted  ahead  of  us. 
Behind  we  could  not  see  either  the  Dartonia  or  the 
German  steamer.  Our  own  boat,  however,  went  full 
speed  ahead  and  kept  up  the  pace  till  the  fog  shut 
down  again.  The  captain  now,  in  pacing  the  bridge, 
had  his  chronometer  in  his  hand,  and  those  of  us  who 
were  at  the  front  frequently  looked  at  our  watches, 
for  of  course  the  nautical  passenger  knew  just  how 
late  it  was  possible  for  us  to  cross  the  bar. 

"I  am  afraid,"  said  the  passenger,  "he  is  not 
going  to  succeed."     But,  as  he  said  this,  the  fog  Hfted 
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for  the  third  time,  and  again  the  mammoth  steamer 
forged  ahead. 

**  If  this  clearance  will  only  last  for  ten  minutes," 
said  the  nautical  passenger,  *'  we  are  all  right."  But 
the  fog,  as  if  it  had  heard  him,  closed  down  on  us 
again  damper  and  thicker  than  ever. 

"We  are  just  at  the  bar,"  said  the  nautical 
passenger,  "  and  if  this  doesn't  clear  up  pretty  soon 
the  vessel  will  have  to  go  back." 

The  captain  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  chronometer 
in  his  hand.  The  pilot  tried  to  peer  ahead,  but  every- 
thixjg  was  a  thick  white  bla  ik. 

"  Ten  minutes  more  and  it  is  too  late,"  said  the 
nautical  passenger. 

There  was  a  sudden  rift  in  the  fog  that  gave  a 
moment's  hope,  but  it  closed  down  again.  A  minute 
afterwards,  with  a  suddenness  that  was  strange,  the 
whole  blue  ocean  lay  before  us.  Then  full  steam 
ahead.  The  fog  still  was  thick  behind  us  in  New 
York  Bay.  We  saw  it  far  ahead  coming  in  from 
the  ocean.  All  at  once  the  captain  closed  his  chro- 
nometer with  a  snap.  We  were  over  the  bar  and 
into  the  Atlantic,  and  that  is  how  the  captain  got 
the  ArroK'ic  out  of  New  York  Bay. 
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"  Yo  can  play  yor  jokos  on  Xaf  uro, 
An'  play  'cm  slick  ; 
She'll  «?riu  a  grin,  but,  landsakcs,  fricn.l. 
Look  out  fcr  the  kick ! " 

One  night  about  eleven  o'clock  I  stood  at  the 
stern  of  that  fine  Atlantic  steamship,  the  Cifi/  of 
Venice,  which  was  ploughing  its  way  through  the 
darkness  towavis  America.  I  leaned  on  the  rounded 
bulwark  and  enjoyed  a  smoke  as  I  gazed  on  the 
luminous  trail  the  wheel  was  making  in  the  quiet  sea. 
Some  one  touched  me  on  the  shoulder,  saying,  *'Beg 
pardon,  sir  ;  "  and,  on  straightening  up,  I  saw  in  the 
dim  light  a  man  whom  at  first  I  took  to  be  one  of  the 
steerage  passengers.  I  thought  he  wanted  to  get  past 
me,  for  the  room  was  rather  restricted  in  the  passage 
between  the  aft  wheelhouse  and  the  stern,  and  I  moved 
aside.  The  man  looked  hurriedly  to  one  side  and 
then  the  other  and,  approaching,  said  in  a  whisper, 
"I'm  starving,  sir!  " 

"  Why  don't  you  go  and  get  something  to  eat,  then  ? 
Don't  they  give  you  plenty  forward  ?  " 

*' I  suppose  they  do,  sir;  but  I'm  a  stowaway.  I 
got  on  at  Liverpool.  What  little  I  took  with  me  is 
gone,  and  for  two  days  I've  had  nothing." 
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*'  Come  with  me.  I'll  take  you  to  the  steward,  he'll 
fix  you  all  right." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no,"  he  cried,  trembling  with  excite- 
ment. "If  you  speak  to  any  of  the  officers  or-crew 
I'm  lost.  I  assure  you,  sir,  I'm  an  honest  man,  I  am 
indeed,  sir.  It's  the  old  story — nothing  but  starva- 
tion at  home,  so  my  only  chance  seemed  to  be  to  get 
this  way  to  America.  If  I'm  caught  I  shall  get 
dreadful  usage  and  will  be  taken  back  and  put  in  jail." 

**  Oh,  you're  mistaken.  The  officers  are  all 
courteous  gentlemen." 

"Yes,  to  you  cabin  passengers  they  are.  But 
to  a  stowaway — that's  a  different  matter.  If  you 
can't  help  me,  sir,  please  don't  inform  on  me." 

"How  can  I  help  you  but  by  speaking  to  the 
captain  or  purser  ?  " 

"  Get  me  a  morsel  to  eat." 

"  Where  were  you  hid  ?  " 

"Right  here,  sir,  in  this  place,"  and  he  put  his 
hand  on  the  square  deck-edifice  beside  us.  This 
seemed  to  be  a  spare  wheel-house,  used  if  anything 
went  wrong  with  the  one  in  front.  It  had  a  door 
on  each  side  and  there  were  windows  all  round  it. 
At  present  it  was  piled  full  of  cane  folding  steamer 
chairs  and  other  odds  and  ends. 

"  I  crawl  in  between  the  chairs  and  the  wall  and 
get  under  that  piece  of  tarpaulin." 

"Well,  you're  sure  of  being  caught,  for  the  first 
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fine  day  all  these  chairs  will  be  taken  out  and  the 
deck  steward  can't  miss  you." 

The  man  sighed  as  I  said  this  and  admitted  the 
chances  were  much  against  him.  Then,  starting 
up,  he  cried,  **  Poverty  is  the  great  crime.  If  I  had 
stolen  some  one  else's  money  I  would  have  been 
able  to  take  cabin  passage  instead  of " 

"  If  you  weren't  caught." 

"Well,  if  I  were  caught,  what  then?  I  would  be 
well  fed  and  taken  care  of." 

**  Oh,  they'd  take  care  of  you." 

'*The  waste  food  in  this  great  ship  would  feed  a 
hundred  hungry  wret  l> os  like  me.  Does  my  presence 
keep  the  stea  n  .er  back  a  moment  of  time  ?  No.  Well, 
who  is  harmed  bj'  my  trying  to  better  myself  in  a 
new  world  ?  No  one.  I  am  begging  for  a  crust  from 
the  lavish  plenty,  all  because  I  am  struggling  to  be 
honest.  It  is  only  when  I  become  a  thief  that  I  am 
out  of  danger  of  starvation — caught  or  free." 

**  There,  there ;  now,  don't  speak  so  loud  or  you'll 
have  some  one  here.  You  hang  round  and  I'll  bring 
you  some  provender.  What  would  you  like  to  have  ? 
Poached  eggs  on  toast,  roast  turkey,  or " 

The  wretch  sank  down  at  my  feet  as  I  said  this, 
and,  recognising  the  cruelty  of  it,  I  hurried  down  into 
the  saloon  and  hunted  up  a  steward  who  had  not  yet 
turned  in. 


( 


!'1 


1 :   sni 


I 


p 


^r 

1  i 


[11 


210 


MY  STOWAWAY.  • 


**  Steward,"  I  said,  *'  can  you  get  me  a  few  sand- 
wiches or  anything  to  eat  at  this  late  hour  ?  " 

"  Yessir,  certainly,  sir ;  beef  or  'am,  sir  ?  " 

*'Both,  and  a  cup  of  coffee,  please." 

"  Well,  sir,  I'm  afraid  there's  no  coffee,  sir;  L.it  I 
could  make  you  a  pot  of  tea  in  a  moment,  sir." 

*'  All  right,  and  bring  them  to  my  room,  please  ?  " 

*'  Yessir." 

In  a  very  short  time  there  was  that  faint  steward 
rap  at  the  state-room  door  and  a  most  appetising 
tray-load  was  respectfully  placed  at  my  service. 

When  the  waiter  had  gone  I  hurried  up  the 
companion-way  with  much  the  air  of  a  man  who  is 
stealing  fowls,  and  I  found  my  stowaway  just  in  the 
position  I  had  left  him. 

"  Now,  pitch  in,"  I  said.  **  I'll  stand  guard  forward 
here,  and,  if  you  hear  me  cough,  strike  for  cover.  I'll 
explain  the  tray  matter  if  it's  found." 

He  simply  said,  **  Thank  you,  sir,"  and  I  went  for- 
ward. When  I  came  back  the  tray  had  been  swept  clean 
and  the  teapot  emptied.  My  stowaway  was  making 
for  his  den  when  I  said,  "  How  about  to-morrow  ?" 

He  answered,  "  This'll  do  me  for  a  couple  of  days." 

"  Nonsense.  I'll  have  a  square  meal  for  you  here 
in  the  corner  of  this  wheel-house,  so  that  you  can 
get  at  it  without  trouble.  I'll  leave  it  about  this  time 
to-morrow  night." 

**  You  won't  tell  any  one,  any  one  at  all,  sir  ?  " 
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''  No.    At  least,  I'll  think  over  the  matter,  and  if 
I  see  a  way  out  I'll  let  you  know." 

"  God  bless  you,  sir." 

I  turned  the  incident  over  in  my  mind  a  good  deal 
that  night,  and  I  almost  made  a  resolution  to  take 
Cupples  into  my  confidence.  Roger  Cupple  a  lawyer 
of  San  Francisco,  sat  next  me  at  table,  and  with 
the  freedom  of  wild  Westerners  we  were  already  well 
acquainted,  although  only  a  few  days  out.  The 
I  thought  of  putting  a  supposititious  case  to  the 
captain — he  was  a  thorough  gentleman — and  if  ho 
spoke  generously  about  the  supposititious  case  I 
would  spring  the  real  one  on  him.  The  stowaway 
had  impressed  me  by  his  language  as  being  a  man 
worth  doing  something  for. 

Next  day  I  was  glad  to  sec  that  it  was  rainy.  There 
would  be  no  demand  for  ship  chairs  that  day.  I  felt 
that  real  sunshiny  weather  would  certainly  unearth, 
or  unchair,  my  stowaway.  I  met  Cupples  on  deck, 
and  we  walked  a  few  rounds  together. 

At  last,  Cupples,  who  had  been  telling  me  some 
stories  of  court  trials  in  San  Francisco,  said,  *'  Let's 
sit  down  and  wrap  up.  This  deck's  too  wet  to  walk  on." 

"All  the  seats  are  damp,"  I  said. 
**ril  get  out  my  steamer  chair.   Steward,"  he  cried  to 
the  deck  steward  who  was  shoving  a  mop  back  and  forth, 
*'  get  me  my  chair.    There's  a  tag  on  it,  *  Berth  90.'" 
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"  No,  no,"  I  cried  hastily ;  **  let's  go  into  the  cabin. 
It's  raining." 

**  Only  a  drizzle.   Won't  hurt  you  at  sea,  you  know." 

By  this  time  the  deck  steward  was  hauling  down 
chairs  trying  to  find  No.  96,  which  I  felt  sure  would 
be  near  the  bottom.  I  could  not  control  my  anxiety 
as  the  steward  got  nearer  and  nearer  the  tarpaulin. 
At  last  I  cried — 

"Steward,  never  mind  that  chair;  take  the  first 
two  that  come  handy." 

Cupples  looked  astonished,  and,  as  we  sat  down, 
I  said — 

"I  have  something  to  tell  you,  and  I  trust  you 
will  say  nothing  about  it  to  any  one  else.  There's 
a  man  under  those  chairs." 

The  look  that  came  into  the  lawyer's  face  showed 
that  he  thought  me  demented ;  but,  when  I  told  him 
the  whole  story,  the  judicial  expression  came  on,  anu 
he  said,  shaking  his  head — 

"  That's  bad  business." 

*'  I  know  it." 

"  Yes,  but  it's  worse  than  you  have  any  idea  of.  I 
presume  that  you  don't  know  what  section  4738  of 
the  Revised  Statutes  says  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  don't." 

**  Well,  it  is  to  the  effect  that  any  person  or  persons, 
who  wilfully  or  with  malice  aforethought  or  other- 
wise, shall  aid,  abet,  succor  or  cherish,  either  directly 
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or  indirectly  or  by  implication,  any  person  who 
feloniously  or  secretly  conceals  himself  on  any  vessel, 
barge,  brig,  schooner,  bark,  clipper,  steamship  or 
other  craft  touching  at  or  coming  within  the  jurisdic- 
tion of  these  United  States,  the  said  person's  purpose 
being  the  defrauding  of  the  revenue  of,  or  the  escap- 
ing any  or  all  of  the  just  legal  dues  exacted  by  such 
vessel,  barge,  etc.,  the  person  so  aiding  or  abetting, 
shall  in  the  eye  of  the  law  be  considered  as  accomplice 
before,  during  and  after  the  illegal  act,  and  shall  in 
such  case  be  subject  to  the  penalties  accruing  there- 
unto, to  wit — a  fine  of  not  more  than  five  thousand 
dollars,  or  imprisonment  of  not  more  than  two  years 
— or  both  at  the  option  of  the  judge  before  whom  the 
party  so  accused  is  convicted." 

**  Great  heavens !  is  that  really  so  ?  "  ' 
**  Well,  it  isn't  word  for  word,  but  that  is  the  purport. 
Of  course,  if  I  had  my  books  here,  I — why,  you've 
doubtless  heard  of  the  case  of  the  Pacific  Steamship 
Company  versus  Cumberland.  I  was  retained  on  behalf 
of  the  company.  Now  all  Cumberland  did  was  to  allow 
the  man — he  was  sent  up  for  two  years — to  carry  his 
valise  on  board,  but  we  proved  the  intent.  Like  a 
fool,  he  boasted  of  it,  but  the  steamer  brought  back 
the  man,  and  Cumberland  got  off  with  four  thousand 
dollars  and  costs.  Never  got  out  of  that  scrape  less 
than  ten  thousand  dollars.  Then  again,  the  steamship 
Peruvian  v ersiis  Mg^'ibIi  ;  that  is  even  more  to  the " 
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"  See  here,  Cupples.  Come  with  me  to-night  and 
see  the  man.  If  you  heard  him  talk  you  would  see 
the  inhumanity " 

"Tush.  I'm  not  fool  enough  to  mix  up  in  such 
a  matter,  and  look  here,  you'll  hrve  to  work  it  pretty 
slick  if  you  get  yourself  out.  The  man  will  ho 
caught  as  sure  as  fate ;  then  knowingly  or  through 
fright  he'll  incriminate  you." 

**  What  would  you  do  if  you  were  in  my  j)lace  ?  " 

"  My  dear  sir,  don't  put  it  that  way.  It's  a  reflec- 
tion on  both  my  judgment  and  my  legal  knowledge.  I 
coiddii't  be  in  such  a  scrape.  But,  as  a  lawyer — minus 
the  fee — I'll  tell  you  what  ijou  should  do.  You  should 
give  the  man  up  before  witnesses — before  witnesses, 
I'll  be  one  of  them  my  ielf.  Get  as  many  of  the  cabin 
passengers  as  you  like  out  here,  to-day,  and  let  the 
officers  search.  If  he  charges  you  with  what  the  law 
terms  support,  deny  it,  and  call  attention  to  the  fact 
that  you  have  given  information.  By  the  way,  I 
would  give  written  information  and  keep  a  copy." 

"  I  gave  the  man  my  word  not  to  inform  on  him  and 
so  I  can't  do  it  to-day,  but  I'll  tell  him  of  it  to-night." 

**  And  have  him  commit  suicide  or  give  himself  up 
first  and  incriminate  you  ?  Nonsense.  Just  release 
yourself  from  your  promise.  That's  all.  He'll  trust 
you." 

"Yes,  poor  wretch,  I'm  afraid  he  will." 

About  ten  o'clock  that  night  I  resolved  to  make 
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another  appeal  to  Roger  Cupples  to  at  least  stand 
off  and  hear  the  man  talk.  Cupples'  state-room, 
No.  96,  was  in  the  forward  part  of  the  steamer,  down 
a  long  passage  and  off  a  short  side  passage.  Mine 
was  aft  the  cabin.  The  door  of  90  was  partly  open, 
and  inside  an  astonishing  sight  met  my  gazo. 

There  stood  my  stowaway. 

He  was  evidently  admiring  himself  in  the  glass, 
and  with  a  brush  was  touching  up  his  face  with  dark 
paint  here  and  there.  When  he  put  on  a  woe-begone 
look  he  was  the  stowaway;  when  he  chuckled  to 
himself  he  was  Roger  Cupples,  Esq. 

The  moment  the  thing  dawned  on  me  I  quietly 
withdrew  and  went  up  the  forward  companion-way. 
Soon  Cupples  came  cautiously  up  and  seeing  the 
way  clear  scudded  along  in  the  darkness  and  hid  in 
the  aft  wheelhouse.  I  saw  the  whole  thing  now.  It 
was  a  scheme  to  get  me  to  make  a  fool  of  myself 
some  fine  day  before  the  rest  of  the  passengers  and 
have  a  standing  joke  on  me.  I  walked  forward. 
The  first  officer  was  on  duty. 

"I  have  reason  to  believe,"  I  said,  ''that  there  is 
a  stowaway  in  the  aft  wheelhouse." 

Quicker  than  it  takes  me  to  tell  it  a  detachment 
of  sailors  were  sent  aft  under  the  guidance  of  the 
third  mate.  I  went  'brough  the  saloon  and  smoking 
room,  and  said  to  the  gentlemen  who  were  playing 
cards  and  reading — 


■'  -I 


2iG 


JUY  STOWAWAY. 


f 


*'  There's  a  row  ui^stairs  of  some  kind." 

^Ve  were  all  on  deck  before  the  crew  had  surrounded 
the  wheelhousc.  There  was  a  rattle  of  steamer  folded 
chairs,  a  pounce  by  the  third  mate,  and  out  came  the 
unfortunate  Cupples,  dragged  by  the  collar. 

"  Hold  on  ;  let  go.     This  is  a  mistake." 

"You  can't  both  hold  on  and  let  go,"  said  Stalker, 
of  Indiana. 

"  Come  out  o'  this,"  cried  the  mate,  jerking  him 
forward. 

With  a  wrench  the  stowaway  tore  himself  free  and 
made  a  dash  for  the  companion  way.  A  couple  of 
sailors  instantly  tripped  him  up. 

"Let  go  of  me;  I'm  a  cabin  passenger,"  cried 
Cupples. 

"  Bless  me  !  "  I  cried  in  astonishment.  "  This  isn't 
you,  Cupples  ?  Why,  I  acted  on  your  own  advice  and 
that  of  Revised  Statutes,  No.  whatever-they-were." 

"Well,  act  on  my  advice  again,"  cried  the  in- 
furiated Cupples,  "  and  go  to — the  hold." 

However,  he  was  better  in  humour  the  next  day, 
and  stood  treat  all  round.  We  found,  subsequently, 
that  Cupples  was  a  New  York  actor,  and  at  the  enter- 
tainment given  for  the  benefit  of  the  sailors'  orphans, 
a  few  nights  after,  he  recited  a  piece  in  costume  that 
just  melted  the  ladies.  It  was  voted  a  wonderfully 
touching  performance,  and  he  called  it  "The  Stow- 
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•'  <)  Mother-imtuiv,  kind  in  touch  iuul  tone, 
Act  as  we  may,  thou  deavest  to  thine  own."- 

I  don't  know  that  I  should  tell  this  stoiy. 

When  the  purser  related  it  to  me  I  know  it  was 
his  intention  to  write  it  out  for  a  magazine.  In  fact 
he  had  written  it,  and  I  understand  that  a  i.oted 
American  magazine  had  offered  to  publish  it,  but  I 
have  watched  that  magazine  for  over  three  years 
and  I  have  not  yet  seen  the  purser's  story  in  it. 
I  am  sorry  that  I  did  not  write  the  story  at  the  time ; 
then  perhaps  I  should  have  caught  the  exquisite 
peculiarities  of  the  purser's  way  of  telling  it.  I  find 
myself  gradually  forgetting  the  story  and  I  write  it 
now  in  case  I  shall  forget  it,  and  then  be  harassed  all 
through  after  life  by  the  remembrance  of  the  forgetting. 

There  is  no  position  more  painful  and  tormenting 
than  the  consciousness  of  having  had  something 
worth  the  telling,  which,  in  spite  of  all  mental  effort, 
just  eludes  the  memory.  It  hovers  nebulously  beyond 
the  outstretched  finger-ends  of  recollection,  and,  like 
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^he  fish  that  gets  off  the  hook,  becomes  more  and 
more  important  as  the  years  fade. 

Perhaps,  when  you  read  this  story,  you  will  say 
there  is  nothing  in  it  after  all.  Well,  that  will  be 
my  fault,  then,  and  I  can  only  regret  I  did  not 
write  down  the  story  when  it  was  told  to  me,  for  as 
I  sat  in  the  purser's  room  that  day  it  seemed  to 
me  I  had  never  heard  anything  more  graphic. 

The  purser's  room  was  well  forward  on  the  Atlantic 
steamship.  From  one  of  the  little  red-curtained 
windows  you  could  look  down  to  where  the  steerage 
passengers  were  gathered  on  the  deck.  When  the 
bow  of  the  great  vessel  plunged  down  into  the  big 
Atlantic  waves,  the  smother  of  foam  that  shot 
upwards  would  be  borne  along  with  the  wind,  and 
spatter  like  rain  against  the  purser's  window.  Some- 
thing abo"i  this  intermittent  patter  on  the  pane  re- 
minded the  purser  of  the  story,  and  so  he  told  it  to  me. 

There  were  a  great  many  steerage  passengers 
coming  on  at  Queenstown,  he  said,  and  there  was 
(juite  a  hurry  getting  them  aboard.  Two  officers 
stood  at  each  side  of  the  gangway  and  took  the 
tickets  as  the  people  crowded  forward.  They 
generally  had  their  tickets  in  their  hands  and  there 
was  usually  no  trouble.  I  stood  there  and  watched 
them  coming  aboard.  Suddenly  there  was  a  fuss 
and  a  jam. 
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''  What  is  it  ?  "  I  asked  the  officer. 

"  Two  girls,  sir,  say  they  have  lost  their  tickets.'* 

I  took  the  girls  aside  and  the  stream  of  humanity 
poured  in.  One  ^Yas  about  fourteen  and  the  other, 
perhaps,  eight  years  old.  The  little  one  had  a  firm 
grip  of  the  elder's  hand  and  she  was  crying.  The 
larger  girl  looked  me  straight  in  the  eye  as  I 
questioned  hf r. 

*'  Where's  your  tickets  ?  " 

"Welostthim,  sur." 

''Where?" 

"  I  dunno,  sur." 

"Do  you  think  you  have  them  about  you  or  in 
your  luggage  ?  " 

"We've  no  luggage,  sur." 

**  Is  this  your  sister  ?  "  ' 

"  She  is,  sur." 

"  Are  your  parents  aboard  ?  " 

"  They  are  not,  sur." 

"  Are  you  all  alone  ?  " 

"  We  are,  sur." 

"You  can't  go  without  your  tickets." 

The  younger  one  began  to  cry  the  more,  and  the 
elder  answered,  "  Mabbe  we  can  foind  thim,  sur." 

They  were  bright -looking,  intelligent  children,  and 
the  larger  girl  gave  me  such  quick,  straightforward 
answers,  and  it  seemed  so  impossible  that  children 
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BO  young  should  attempt  to  cross  the  ocean  without 
tickets  that  I  concluded  to  let  them  come,  and 
resolved  to  get  at  the  truth  on  the  way  over. 

Next  day  I  told  the  deck  steward  to  bring  the 
children  to  my  room. 

They  came  in  just  as  I  saw  them  the  day  before, 
the  elder  with  a  tight  grip  on  the  hand  of  the 
younger,  whose  eyes  I  never  caught  sight  of.  She 
kept  them  resolutely  on  the  floor,  while  the  other 
looked  straight  at  me  with  her  big,  blue  eyes. 

*'  Well,  have  you  found  your  tickets  ?  " 

''No,  sur." 

"  What  is  your  name  ?  " 

"  Bridget,  sur." 

"  Bridget  what  ?  " 

"  Bridget  Mulligan,  sur." 

"  Where  did  you  live  ?  " 

"  In  Kildormey,  sur." 

"  Where  did  you  get  your  tickets  ?  " 

"  From  Mr.  O'Grady,  sur." 

Now,  I  knew  Kildormey  as  well  as  I  know  this  ship, 
and  I  knew  O'Grady  was  our  agent  there.  I  would 
have  given  a  good  deal  at  that  moment  for  a  few 
words  with  him.  But  I  knew  of  no  Mulligans  in 
Kildormey,  although,  of  course,  there  might  be.  I 
was  born  myself  only  a  few  miles  from  the  place. 
Now,  thinks  I  to  myself,  if  these  two  children  can 
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batWe  a  purser  who  has  been  twenty  years  on  the 
Atlantic  when  they  say  they  came  from  his  own  town 
almost,  by  the  powers  they  deserve  their  passage 
over  the  ocean.  I  had  often  seen  grown  people  try 
to  cheat  their  way  across,  and  I  may  say  none  of 
them  succeeded  on  )nij  ships. 

"  Where's  your  father  and  mother  '?" 

"  Both  dead,  sur." 

"  Who  was  your  father  ?  " 

"  He  was  a  pinshoner,  sur." 

"  Where  did  he  draw  his  pension  ?  " 

**  I  donno,  sur." 

*'  Where  did  you  get  the  money  to  buy  your  tickets  ?" 

"  The  neighbors,  sur,  and  Mr.  O'Grady  helped,  sur." 

"  What  neighbours  ?    Name  them." 

She  unhesitatingly  named  a  number,  many  of 
whom  I  knew ;  and  as  that  had  frequently  been  done 
before,  I  saw  no  reason  to  doubt  the  girl's  word. 

"  Now,"  I  said,  "  I  want  to  speak  with  your  sister. 
You  may  go." 

The  Httle  one  held  on  to  her  sister's  hand  and  cried 
bitterly. 

When  the  other  was  gone,  I  drew  the  child  towards 
me  and  questioned  her,  but  could  not  get  a  word  in 
reply. 

For  the  next  day  or  two  I  was  bothered  somewhat 
by  a  big  Irishman  named  O'Donnell,  who  was  a  fire- 
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brand  among  the  steerage  i^assengers.  He  ivould 
harangue  them  at  all  hours  on  the  wrongs  of  Ireland, 
and  the  desirability  of  blowing  England  out  of  the 
water;  and  as  we  had  many  English  and  German 
passengers,  as  well  as  many  peaceable  Irishmen,  who 
complained  of  the  constant  ructions  O'Donnell  was 
kicking  up,  I  was  forced  to  ask  him  to  keep  quiet. 
He  became  very  abusive  one  day  and  tried  to  strike 
me.    I  had  him  locked  up  until  he  came  to  his  senses. 

While  I  was  in  my  room,  after  this  little  excitement, 
Mrs.  O'Donnell  came  to  me  and  pleaded  for  her  rascally 
husband.  I  had  noticed  her  before.  She  was  a  poor, 
weak,  broken-hearted  woman  whom  her  husband 
made  a  slave  of,  and  I  have  no  doubt  beat  her  when 
he  had  the  chance.  She  was  evidently  mortally  afraid 
of  him,  and  a  look  from  him  seemed  enough  to  take 
the  life  out  of  her.  He  was  a  worse  tyrant,  in  his 
own  small  way,  than  England  had  ever  been. 

*'  Well,  Mrs.  O'Donnell,"  I  said,  "  I'll  let  your 
husband  go,  but  he  will  have  to  keep  a  civil  tongue  in 
his  head  and  keep  his  hands  off  people.  I've  seen 
men,  for  less,  put  in  irons  during  a  voyage  and 
handed  over  to  the  authorities  when  they  landed. 
And  now  I  want  you  to  do  me  a  favour.  There  are  two 
children  on  board  without  tickets.  I  don't  believe 
they  ever  had  tickets,  and  I  want  to  find  out.  You're 
a  kind-hearted  woman,  Mrs.  O'Donnell,  and  perhaps 
the  children  will  answer  you." 
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I  had  the  two  called  in,  and  they  came  hand  in 
hand  as  usual.  The  elder  looked  at  me  as  if  she 
couldn't  take  her  eyes  off  my  face. 

"  Look  at  this  woman,"  I  said  to  her  ;  ''  she  wants 
to  speak  to  you.  Ask  her  some  questions  about 
herself,"  I  whispered  to  Mrs.  O'Donnell. 

"Acushla,"  said  Mrs.  O'Donnell  with  infinite 
tenderness,  taking  the  disengaged  hand  of  the  elder 
girl.     **  Tell  me,  darlint,  where  yees  are  from." 

I  suppose  I  had  spoken  rather  harshly  to  them 
before,  although  I  had  not  intended  to  do  so,  but 
however  that  may  be,  at  the  first  words  of  kindness 
from  the  lips  of  their  countrywoman  both  girls  broke 
down  and  cried  as  if  their  hearts  would  break.  The 
poor  woman  drew  them  towards  her,  and,  stroking  the 
fair  hair  of  the  elder  girl,  tried  to  comfort  her  while 
the  tears  streamed  down  her  own  cheeks.  *'  Hush, 
acushla ;  hush,  darlints,  shurc  the  gentlemin's  not 
goin'  to  be  hard  wid  two  poor  childlier  going  to  a 
strange  country." 

Of  course  it  would  never  do  to  admit  that  the 
company  could  carry  emigrants  free  through  sym- 
pathy, and  I  must  have  appeared  rather  hard-hearted 
"s  ..en  I  told  Mrs.  O'Donnell  that  I  would  have  to 
take  them  back  with  me  to  Cork.  I  sent  the  children 
away,  and  then  arranged  with  Mrs.  O'Donnell  to  see 
after  them  during  the  voyage,  to  which  she  agreed  if 
her  husband  would  let  her. 
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I  could  get  nothing  from  the  gu'l  except  that  she 
had  lost  her  ticket ;  and  when  we  sighted  New  York, 
I  took  them  through  the  steerage  and  asked  the 
l^assengers  if  any  one  would  assume  charge  of  the 
children  and  pay  their  passage.     No  one  would  do  so. 

"  Then,"  I  said,  "  these  children  will  go  back  with 
me  to  Cork;  and  if  I  find  they  never  bought  tickets, 
they  will  have  to  go  to  jail." 

There  were  groans  and  hisses  at  that,  and  I  gave 
the  children  in  charge  of  the  cabin  stewardess,  with 
orders  to  sec  that  they  did  not  leave  the  ship.  I  was 
at  last  convinced  that  they  had  no  friends  among  the 
steerage  passengers.  T  intended  to  take  them  ashore 
myself  before  we  sailed ;  and  I  knew  of  good  friends  in 
New  York  who  would  see  to  the  little  waifs,  although 
I  did  not  propose  that  any  of  the  emigrants  should 
know  that  an  old  bachelor  purser  was  fool  enough  to 
pay  for  the  passage  of  a  couple  of  unknown  Irish 
children. 

We  landed  our  cabin  passengers,  and  the  tender 
came  alongside  to  trJvo  the  steerage  passengers  to 
Castle  Garden.  I  got  the  stewardess  to  bring  out  the 
children,  and  the  two  stood  and  watched  every  one 
get  aboard  the  tender. 

Just  as  the  tender  moved  away,  there  was  a  wild 
shriek  among  the  crowded  passengers,  and  Mrs. 
O'Donnell  flung  her  arms  above  her  head  and  cried 
in  the  most  heart-rending  tone  I  ever  heard — 
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"  Oh,  my  babies,  my  babies." 

*'Kape  quiet,  ye  divil,"  hissed  O'Donncll,  grasping 
her  by  the  arm.  The  terrible  ten  days'  strain  had 
been  broken  at  last,  and  the  poor  woman  sank  in 
a  heap  at  his  feet. 

*' Bring  back  that  boat,"  I  shouted,  and  the  tender 
came  back. 

"Come  aboard  here,  O'Donnell." 

"  I'll  not !  "  he  yelled,  shaking  his  fist  at  me. 

"  Bring  that  man  aboard." 

They  soon  brought  him  back,  and  I  gave  his  wife 
over  to  the  care  of  the  stewardess.  {She  speedily 
rallied,  and  hugged  and  kissed  her  children  as  if  she 
would  never  part  with  them. 

**  So,  O'Donnell,  these  arc  your  children?" 

"  Yis,  they  are ;  an'  I'd  have  ye  know  I'm  in  a  frae 
country,  bedad,  and  I  dare  ye  to  lay  a  finger  on  me." 

**  Don't  dare  too  much,"  I  said,  "  or  I'll  show  you 
what  can  be  done  in  a  free  country.  Now,  if  I  let 
the  children  go,  will  you  send  their  passage  money  to 
the  company  when  you  get  it  ?  " 

*'  I  will,"  he  answered,  although  I  knew  he  lied. 

"Well,"  I  said,  "for  Mrs.  O'Donnell's  sake,  I'll 
let  them  go ;  and  I  must  congratulate  any  free 
country  that  gets  a  citizen  like  you." 

Of  course  I  never  heard  from  O'Donnell  again. 
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"Come  hop,  come  skip,  fair  children  ull, 
Old  Father  Time  is  in  the  hall. 
He'll  take  you  on  his  knee,  and  stroko 
Your  golden  hair  to  silver  bright. 
Your  rosy  checks  to  wrinkles  white." 

In  the  saloon  of  the  fine  Transatlantic  liner  the 
CUmatus,  two  long  tables  extend  from  the  piano  at 
one  end  to  the  bookcase  at  the  other  end  of  the 
ample  dining-room. 

On  each  side  of  this  main  saloon  arc  four  small 
tables  intended  to  accommodate  six  or  seven  persons. 
At  one  of  these  tables  sat  a  pleasant  party  of  four 
ladies  and  three  gentlemen.  Three  ladies  were  from 
Detroit,  and  one  from  Kent,  in  England.  At  the 
head  of  the  table  sat  Mr.  Blair,  the  frosts  of  man}^ 
American  winters  in  his  hair  and  beard,  while  the 
lines  of  care  in  his  rugged,  cheerful  Scottish  face  told 
of  a  life  of  business  crowned  with  generous  success. 

Mr.  Waters,  a  younger  merchant,  had  all  the  alert 
vivacity  of  the  pushing  American.  He  had  the 
distinguished  honour  of  sitting  opposite  me  at  the 
small  table. 
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Blair  and  Waters  occupied  the  same  room,  No.  27. 
The  one  had  crossed  the  Atlantic  more  than  fifty 
times,  the  other  nearly  thirty.  Those  figures  show 
the  relative  proportion  of  their  business  experience. 

The  presence  of  Mr.  Blair  gave  to  o«r  table  a 
sort  of  patriarchal  dignity  that  we  all  appreciated. 
If  a  louder  burst  of  laughter  than  usual  came  from 
where  we  sat  and  the  other  passengers  looked  inquir- 
ingly our  way  the  sedate  and  self-possessed  face  of 
Mr.  Blair  kept  us  in  countenance,  and  we,  who  had 
given  way  to  undue  levity,  felt  ourselves  enshrouded 
by  an  atmosphere  of  genial  seriousness.  This  pre- 
vented our  table  from  getting  the  reputation  of  being 
funny  or  frivolous. 

Some  remark  that  Blair  made  brought  forth  the 
following  extraordinary  statement  from  Waters,  who 
told  it  with  the  air  of  a  man  exposing  the  pretensions 
of  a  whited  sepulchre. 

**Now,  before  this  voyage  goes  any  further,"  he 
began,  *'  I  have  a  serious  duty  to  perform  which  I 
can  shirk  no  longer,  unpleasant  though  it  be.  Mr. 
Blair  and  myself  occupy  the  same  state-room.  Into 
that  state-room  has  been  sent  a  most  lovely  basket 
of  flowers.  It  is  not  an  ordinary  basket  of  flowers, 
I  assure  you,  ladies.  There  is  a  beautiful  floral 
arch  over  a  bed  of  colour,  and  I  believe  there  is 
some  tender  sentiment  connected  with  the  display; 
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— *Bon  Voyage,'  'Auf  Wiedersehen,'  or  some  such 
motto  marked  out  in  red  buds.  Now  those  flowers 
are  not  for  me.  I  think,  therefore,  that  Mr.  Blair 
owes  it  to  this  company,  which  has  so  unanimously 
placed  him  at  the  head  of  the  table,  to  explain  how 
it  comes  that  an  elderly  gentleman  gets  such  a 
handsome  floral  tribute  sent  him  from  some  unknown 
person  in  New  York." 

We   all    looked    at    Mr.   Blair,   who    gazed   with 
imperturbability  at  Waters. 

"  If  you  had  all  crossed  with  Waters  as  often  as 
I  have  you  would  know  that  he  is  subject  to  attacks 
like  that.  He  means  well,  but  occasionally  he  gives 
way  in  the  deplorable  manner  you  have  just  witnessed. 
Now  all  there  is  of  it  consists  in  this — a  basket  of 
flowers  has  been  sent  (no  doubt  by  mistake)  to  our 
state-room.  There  is  nothing  but  a  card  on  it  which 
says  'Room  27.'  Steward,"  he  cried,  "would  you 
go  to  room  27,  bring  that  basket  of  flowers,  and  set 
it  on  this  table.  We  may  as  well  all  have  the  benefit 
of  them." 

The  steward  soon  returned  with  a  large  and  lovely 
basket  of  flowers,  which  he  set  on  the  table,  shoving 
the  caster  and  other  things  aside  to  make  room  for  it. 
We  all  admired  it  very  much,  and  the  handsome 
young  lady  on  my  left  asked  Mr.  Blair's  permission 
to  take  one  of  the  roses  for  her  own. 
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''Now,  mind  you,"  said  Blair,  "I  cannot  grant  a 
flower  from  the  basket,  for  you  see  it  is  as  much 
the  property  of  Waters  as  of  myself,  for  all  of  his 
virtuous  indignation.  It  was  sent  to  the  room, 
and  he  is  one  of  the  occupants.  The  flowers  have 
evidently  been  misdirected." 

The  lady  referred  to  took  it  upon  herself  to  purloin 
the  flower  she  wanted.  As  she  did  so  a  card  came 
in  view  with  the  words  written  in  a  masculine  hand — 

To 

Miss  McMillan, 

With  the  loving  regards  of 

Edwin  J 

"Miss  McMillan!"  cried  the  lady;  "I  wonder 
if  she  is  on  board  ?    I'd  give  anything  to  know." 

"We'll  have  a  glance  at  the  passenger  list,"  said 
Waters. 

Down  among  the  M's  on  the  long  list  of  cabin 
passengers  appeared  the  name  "  Miss  McMillan." 

"Now,"  said  I,  ''it  seems  to  me  that  the  duty 
devolves  on  both  Blair  and  Waters  to  spare  no  pains 
in  delicately  returning  those  flowers  to  their  proper 
owner.  /  think  that  both  have  been  very  remiss 
in  not  doing  so  long  ago.  They  should  apologise 
publicly  to  the  young  lady  for  having  deprived  her 
of  the  offering  for  a  day  and  a  half,  and  then  I  think 
they  owe  an  apology  to  this  table  for  the  mere  pre- 


2no 


MISS  McMillan. 


t;  " 


i  ri 


'    \ 


>/ 


teiice  that  any  sane  person  in  New  York  or  elsewhere 
would  go  to  the  trouble  of  sending  either  of  them 
a  single  flower." 

**  There  will  be  no  apology  from  me,"  said  Waters. 
*'If  I  do  not  receive  the  thanks  of  Miss  McMillan 
it  will  be  because  good  deeds  are  rarely  recognised 
in  this  world.  I  think  it  must  be  evident,  even  to 
the  limited  intelligence  of  my  journalistic  friend 
across  the  table,  that  Mr.  Blair  intended  to  keep 
those  flowers  in  his  state-room,  and — of  course  I 
make  no  direct  charges — the  concealment  of  that 
card  certainly  looks  bad.  It  may  have  been  concealed 
by  the  sender  of  the  flowers,  but  to  me  it  looks  bad." 

'*  Of  course,"  said  Blair  dryly,  "  to  you  it  looks 
bad.     To  the  pure,  etc." 

*'  Now,"  said  the  sentimental  lady  on  my  left, 
**  while  you  gentlemen  are  wasting  the  time  in  use- 
less talk  the  lady  is  without  her  roses.  There  is 
one  thing  that  you  all  seem  to  miss.  It  is  not  the 
mere  value  of  the  bouquet.  There  is  a  subtle  per- 
fume about  an  offering  like  this  more  delicate  than 
that  which  Nature  gave  the  flowers " 

"Hear,  hear,"  broke  in  Waters. 

**  I  told  you,"  said  Blair  aside,  "  the  kind  of  fellow 
Waters  is.    He  thinks  nothing  of  interrupting  a  lady." 

"  Order,  both  of  you !  "  I  cried,  rapping  on  the 
table;  **the  lady  from  England  has  the  floor." 
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"  What  I  was  going  to  say " 

"When  Waters  interrupted  you." 

'*  When  Mr.  Waters  interrupted  me  I  was  going  to 
say  that  there  seems  to  me  a  romantic  tinge  to  this 
incident  that  you  old  married  men  cannot  be  expected 
to  appreciate." 

I  looked  with  surprise  at  Waters,  while  he  sank 
back  in  his  seat  with  the  resigned  air  of  a  man  in 
the  hands  of  his  enemies.  We  had  both  been  care- 
fully concealing  the  fact  that  we  were  married  men, 
and  the  blunt  announcement  of  the  lady  was  a  pain- 
ful shock.  Waters  gave  a  side  nod  at  Blair,  as  much 
as  to  say,  "  He's  given  it  away."  I  looked  reproach- 
fully at  my  old  friend  at  the  head  of  the  table,  but  he 
seemed  to  be  absorbed  in  what  our  sentimental  lady 
was  saying. 

"It  is  this,"  she  continued.  "Here  is  a  young 
lady.  Her  lover  sends  her  a  basket.  There  may  be 
some  hidden  meaning  that  she  alone  will  understand 
in  the  very  flowers  chosen,  or  in  the  arrangement  of 
them.  The  flowers,  let  us  suppose,  never  reach  their 
destination.  The  message  is  unspoken,  or,  rather, 
spoken,  but  unheard.  The  young  lady  grieves  at  the 
apparent  neglect,  and  then,  in  her  pride,  resents  it. 
She  does  not  write,  and  he  knows  not  why.  The 
mistake  may  be  discovered  too  late,  and  all  because 
a  basket  of  flowers  has  been  missent." 
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'•  Now,  Blair,"  said  Waters,  "  if  anything  can 
make  you  do  the  square  thing  surely  that  appeal  will." 

"  I  shall  not  so  far  forget  what  is  due  to  myself 
and  to  the  dignity  of  this  table  as  to  reply  to  our 
erratic  friend.  Here  is  what  I  propose  to  do — first 
catch  our  hare.  Steward,  can  you  find  out  for  me  at 
what  table  and  at  what  seat  Miss  McMillan  is  ?  " 

While  the  steward  was  gone  on  bis  errand  Mr. 
Blair  proceeded. 

'*  I  will  become  acquainted  with  her.  McMillan  is  a 
good  Scotch  name  and  Blair  is  another.  On  that,  as  a 
basis,  I  think  we  can  speedily  form  an  acquaintance. 
I  shall  then  in  a  casual  manner  ask  her  if  she  knows  a 
young  man  by  the  name  of  Edwin  J.,  and  I  shall  tell 
you  what  effect  the  mention  of  the  name  has  on  her." 

"  Now,  as  part  owner  in  the  flowers  up  to  date, 
I  protest  againat  that.  I  insist  that  Miss  McMillan 
be  brought  to  this  table,  and  that  we  all  hear  exactly 
what  is  said  to  her,"  put  in  Mr.  Waters. 

Nevertheless  we  agreed  that  Mr.  Blair's  proposal 
was  a  good  one  and  the  majority  sanctioned  it. 

Meanwhile  our  sentimental  lady  had  been  looking 
among  the  crowd  for  the  unconscious  Miss  McMillan. 

"I  think  I  have  found  her,"  she  whispered  to  me. 
"  Do  you  see  that  handsome  girl  at  the  captain's 
table.     Eeally  the  handsomest  girl  on  board." 

"  I  thought  that  distinction  rested  with  our  own 
table." 
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''Now,  please  pay  attention.  Do  you  see  how 
pensive  she  is,  with  her  cheek  resting  on  her  hand  ? 
I  am  sure  she  is  thinking  of  Edwin." 

"  I  wouldn't  bet  on  that,"  I  replied.  "  There  is  con- 
siderable motion  just  now,  and  indications  of  a  storm. 
The  pensiveness  may  have  other  causes." 

Here  the  steward  returned  and  reported  that  Miss 
McMillan  had  not  yet  appeared  at  table,  but  had  her 
meals  taken  to  her  room  by  the  stewardess. 

Blair  called  to  the  good-natured,  portly  stewardess 
of  the  Climatus,  who  at  that  moment  was  passing 
through  the  saloon. 

"  Is  Miss  McMillan  ill  ?  "  he  asked. 

"No,  not  ill,"  replied  Mrs.  Kay;  "but  she  seems 
very  much  depressed  at  leaving  home,  and  she  has 
not  left  her  room  since  we  started." 

"  There  !  "  said  our  sentimental  lady,  triumphantly. 

"  I  would  like  very  much  to  see  her,"  said  Mr. 
Blair  ;  "  I  have  some  good  news  for  her." 

"  I  will  ask  her  to  come  out.  It  will  do  her  good," 
said  the  ste^  ^rdess,  as  she  went  away. 

In  a  few  moments  she  appeared,  and,  following  her, 
came  an  old  woman  with  white  hair,  and  her  eyes 
concealed  by  a  pair  of  spectacles. 

"  Miss  McMillan,"  said  the  stewardess,  "  this  is 
Mr.  Blair,  who  wanted  to  speak  to  you." 

Although  Mr.  Blair  was,  as  we  all  were,  astonished 
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to  see  our  mythical  young  lady  changed  into  a  real 
old  woman,  he  did  not  lose  his  equanimity,  nor  did 
his  kindly  face  show  any  surprise,  hut  he  evidently 
forgot  the  i^art  he  had  int'^nded  to  play. 

"You  will  pardon  me  for  trouhling  you.  Miss 
McMillan,"  he  said,  ''  hut  this  basket  of  flowers  was 
evidently  intended  for  you,  and  was  sent  to  my  room 
by  mistake." 

Miss  McMillan  did  not  look  at  the  flowers,  but 
gazed  long  at  the  card  with  the  writing  on  it,  and 
as  she  did  so  one  tear  and  then  another  stole  down 
the  wrinkled  face  from  behind  the  glasses. 

"  There  is  no  mistake,  is  there?"  asked  Mr.  Blair. 
**  You  know  the  writer." 

*'  There  s  no  mistake — no  mistake,"  replied  Miss 
McMillan  in  a  low  voice,  *'  he  is  a  very  dear  and  kind 
friend."  Then,  as  if  unable  to  trust  herself  further, 
she  took  the  flowers  and  hurriedly  said,  ''  Thank 
you,"  and  left  ns. 

"There,"  I  said  to  the  lady  on  my  left,  "your 
romance  turns  out  to  be  nothing  after  all." 

"  No,  sir,"  she  cried  with  emphasis ;  "  the  romance 
is  there,  and  very  much  more  of  a  romance  than  if 
Miss  McMillan  was  a  young  and  silly  girl  of  twenty." 
Perhaps  she  was  right. 
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_    andqS  Illustrations  by  Richtpr.  Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  OM.Od.;  gilt  edges,  Tw.  Qd, 

BEERBOHM. -WANDERINGS  IN  PATAGONIA ;"  or,  Life  among  the 

Ostrich  Hunters^   By  Julius  Hkhrdohm.    With  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3a.  fld. 

I3ESANT  (WALTER),  NOVELS  BY.  "~~ 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3m.  Oil.  each  ;  post  Svo,  ilhist,  bds.,  3n.  each:  cl.  limp,  SIm.  6d.  each. 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.  With  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  CAPTAINS'  ROOM,  &c.     With  Krontispiece  by  E.J.  Wheelbr. 
ALL  IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.    With  G  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 
DOROTHY  FORSTER.    With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Grekn. 
UNCLE  JACK,  and  oilier  Stories  |  CHILDREN  OF  OIBEON. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  VERY  WELL  THEN.  With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forbstier. 
HERR  PAULUS:  llisRisr,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall. 

FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.  With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddy 
TO  CALL  HER  MINK,  ike.    With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Forkstibr. 

THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S.    _^ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  ttd.  each. 
ARMOREL  OP  LYONESSE:  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With  13  Illusts.  by  P.  Barnard 
THE  HOLY  ROSE,  &c.    With  Frontispiece^by  F._Baknard. 

BT.  KATHERINE'S  BY  THE'  TOWER.    With  xa  full-page  Illustrations  by  C, 
Grekn.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

FIFTY  YFARS  AGO.  Witiri-57  ri.urrand  Woodcuts.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  sxtra,  16a, 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.  With  Portrait.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  Om. 
THE  ART  OF  FICTION.    Demy  8vo,  In.  .  ,  v  h 

LONOOil.    With  ucttriy  lou  Ulu8tr«tio08.    Pony  8v9«  cletb  ntra,  ISa,  UY«#4r^, 


IIAH.  Withlntroduc. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3m.  ttd, 


Farrer  Browne, 
simile.  Crown  Hvc^ 
>icture  boards,  tts. 
Ward.  By  Edward 
a.  3a.  6d. 


I,  7m,  6d.  each. 

With  334  Illusts. 
llustratioiis. 
RY.     With  82  Ilhists 
FIRST.    115  Illusts 


AND    YEASTI 

fVith  8;  lllustiations. 


r.  8vo,  cloth,  7a.  6d. 
vo,  r.loth  extra,  Am. 


|.),  NOVELS  BYJ 

oards,  'Jm.  each. 


NOVELS  BY. 

(I.  each. 
NO  DEATH. 


O'Connor,  M.P, 
Aa. 


By    Shelslev 


•    A  Gathering  o 

Stfctl.    With  Notices 

extra,  gilt  edges,  Uln. 


:  German  Stories, 

the  Brothers  Grimm, 

I.;  gilt  edges,  7«.  6(1, 


r,  Life  among  the 
vo,  cl.  extra,  3W.  <id. 

.  limp,  Uh.  6d.  each. 
3  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

HEELER. 
URNISS. 

PGIBEON. 

;ious  by  A.  Forbstier, 

ESTiER  and  F,  Waddy. 

TIER. 


Musts,  by  F.Barnard. 

i  Illustrations  by  C, 

8vo,  cloth  sztra,  16s. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  iim, 

ITS  IS*.  CPr##«r^, 


CHAttO  k  WINOUS,  6i4,   PlCCADlLLV. 


BESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,  NOVELS  BY, 

Cr.  »vo,  cl.  ex..  .'$«».  6<l.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  'in.  each ;  cl.  limp,  "im.  6d.  sach. 
READY-HONEY  MORTIBOY.  BY  CELIA'S  ARBOUR. 


MY   LITTLE  GIRL. 
WITH  HARP  AND   CROWN. 
THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN   BUTTERFLY. 
THE   HONKS  OF  THELEMA. 


THE  CHAPLAIN    OF  THE    FLEET. 
THE   SEAMY   SIDE. 
THE  CASE  OF   MR.  LUCRAFT,    &c. 
'TWAS   IN    TRAFALGAR'S  BAY,  &c. 
THE   TEN    YEARS'   TENANT,    4c. 


^*  There  is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely 
Bet  in  new  type,  on  a  large  crown  8vo  page,  and  bound  in  cloth  extra.  <»w.  each. 

BENNETT    (W.  C,  LL.D.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  ^».  ^ach. 
A   BALLAD  HISTORY   OF   ENGLAND.    |  SONGS   FOR   SAILORS. 


BEWICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HIS  PUPILS. 

93  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Um. 


By  Austin  Dobson.     With 


Cloth  limp,  (»*. 
Cloth  limp,  Om, 


BLACKBURN'S  (HENRY)  ART  HANDBOOKS. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  i87S  1887, 1889,  and  1890,  each  Im. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1891.    With  Illustrations.     In. 

AOADEHY  NOTES,  1873-79.    Complete  in  One  Vol.,  with  Goo  Illusts. 

ACADEHY  NOTES,  1880-84.  Complete  in  One  Vol.,  with  700  Illusts. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.    6d. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  1878  to  1890,  each  In. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82.    With  300  Illusts.   Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ti<*. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES.  Vol.  II.,  1883-87.   With  ^oo  Illusts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp.  6m. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1888-1890.     With  numerous  Illustrations,  iiach  U, 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1891.     With  Illustrations.     In. 

ENGLISH  PICTURES  AT  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.     114  Illustrations.     9<«. 

OLD  MASTERS  AT  THE   NATIONAL   GALLERY.     128  Illustrations.     In.  t'ni. 

ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  TO  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.    242  Illusts.  cl.,  Ja. 

THE  PARIS  SALON,  1891.    With  FacsimileSkefches.     J«. 

THE  PARIS  SOCIETY  OF  FINE  ARTS,  1891.  With  Sketches.  3*.  ftd. 

BLAKE  (WILLIAM)  :  India-proof  Etchings  from  his  Works  by  William 
Bell  Scott.     With  descriptive  Text.     Folio,  halt-bound  boards.  JIm. 

BLIND  (MATHILDE),  Poems  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,~5s7each.~~ 
THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 
DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Ford  Madox  Brown. 


BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS  :  Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  ProRress  of  British  Com- 
merce.    With  nnmctons  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tf*.  6<l. 

ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  History  of  Journalism.  Two  Vols.,  d<'my  8vo,  cl..  '^.In. 

THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.  Crown  bvo, 
cloth  extra,  6it. ^___ 

BOWERS^ (G.)  HUNTING  SKETCHES,    obiong  4t^.-bd.  bds.,  ■iu.^ich. 

CANTERS  IN  CRAMPSHIRE.  !   LEAVES  FROM   A  HUNTING   JOURNAL. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Sis.  each. 
CAMP  NOTES. 


BOYLE  (FREDERICK),  WORKS  BY. 

CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN'S  LAND.    ( 

8AYAGE  LIFE.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  'tn.  6d.;  post  8vo.  picture  boards,  Si*. 

BRAND'S  OBSERVATWNS   ON   POPULAR  ANTIQUITIES ;  ctiien"^ 

illustrating  the  Origin  ot  our  Vulgar  Custon\s,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.     With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7k.  6d. 

BREWER  (REV.  DR.).  WORKS  BYT 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.     Fifteenth  riidii-and.     Tiown  Hvo,  cloth  extra,  Ti*.  6d. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Bein«  the  Appendices  to 
"Tne  Reader's    HandbooU."  separately  printed.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp.  ijn. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  tm.  6d. 

BREV/STER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.     Post  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  4«.«d.each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  ot  Fhiiosopher  and  Hope  o£  Christian.  Plates 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE :  Galilko.Tvcho  Brahe.  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits' 
LB'.CTBBB  CM  NATURAL  MAGIC     With  numerous  Illustratioaii. 


BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY 


'\\ 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY. 

LIBRARY  lilJI  riOX.  Coiiuilett;  in  Six  Volutne3,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <>s».  f-^ch. 
BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Auiiior. 
Vol.      I,  C0MPI.KTK  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.    II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohkmian  Papkrs— American  Lkgends. 
Vol.  III.  Talks  of  the  Argonauts— Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 
Vol.    V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.  VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
Vol. VI I.  is  in  preparation.     With  a  Portrait  by  John  Pe ttie,  R.A. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Withlntnirfuclory 
Essay  by  J.  M.  Mellew,  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  lllusts.  Cr.8vo,  ci.  ex..  Tm.  OH. 

BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.bvo.  in.iUX. 

THE   QUEEN    OP    THE    PIRATE    ISLE.     With  28  oriKinal   Drawin^;s  by  Kate 
Grkenaway,  reproduced  in  Color.is  by  EdmunpEvans.    Small  410, cloth,  Sn. 
Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  .*{«.  0<l.  each. 

A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 

COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S   CLIENT,  AND   SOME    OTHER   PEOPLE.      With   a 

Frontispiece  by  Fred.  Barnard^ [Preparing. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  itn.  each. 

GABRIEL  CONROY.  I  THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.    |  CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tls.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  'im.  Od.  each. 

FLIP.  I         MARUJA. I ^A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  •  .ver,  Is.  each. 
THE  TWINS  OF  TABLE  MOUNTAIN.    |      JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOVE  STORY. 


BRILLATSAVARIN. -GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  By  Brillat. 

Savarin.    Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  tiw. 

BR YDGES. -UNCLE  SAlvT^  HOMR ' "BjTharold  Br^^es. 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '^m.  ;  clotli  limp,  '^n,  Oil. 

WORKS. 


Post- 


BUCHANAN'S  (ROBERT) 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBI 


Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  Osi.  each. 
ERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
THE   EARTHQUAKE;  or.  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE   CITY   OP   DREAM:  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 
THE  OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.    With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 
Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETEI^OETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Tw.  <WI. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'Jx.  <i«l.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  JJn.  each. 

LOYE  ME  FOR  EVER.    Frontispiece. 


'•in.  0«l.  each 

THE  SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.    Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  11  Illus- 
trations by  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
With  Frontispiece:  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

BURTON^CAPTAIN).- THE   BOOK    OF   THE 

History  ot  the  Sword   and  its  Use  in   all  Countries,  from 


ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR» 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.     Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE   HEIR  OF  LINNE. 

SWORD  :    Being  a 
the  Earliest  Timr.s.     By 


KirH*RD  F".  Burton.     With  over  400  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'tt|n. 


of  the 


BURTON  (ROBERT). 

THE  ANATOMY    OF    MELANCHOLY:    A  New  Edition,  with  translations 

Classical  I'.xtracts.     D<Mnv  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7i*.  <{<l. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton'9- 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     Post  8vo, cloth  limp,  i{.«.  ««I. 

rAlNE    (T.   H  ALLl,~NO  VEI^'B  Y.  ""crown  8vo.~^cl^~extra,  3«.  Oif-^ercb  i 
post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  'Jw.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  '2i*.  Od.  each. 
SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAOAR.         |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON    (COMMANDER).  —THE   CRUISE   OF    THE    "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.     By  V.  Lovett  Camekon,  R.N.,  C.B.    With  Two  Illustra- 
tions by  P.  Macnab.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Hh.  ;  postSvo,  illustrated  boaros,JJ»4. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.LOVETT)rNOVELS  BY.  " 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ;{i«.  Od.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrited  boards,  *i»,  each. 
JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.  I    DECEIVERS  EVER. 


CHATTO   &  WINDUS,  214,   PICCADILLY. 


ra,  4>^,  f-ach. 
:ie  Autiior. 
1  Portrait. 
Lkggnds. 


Ii  Intnsn'uctory 
'-I.  ox..  7m.  <id. 
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Two  Illustra- 
Jjoaros,  '2)*, 

I.  each. 


CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.      With    Life 

by  R.  II.  Mti'.riii.i'D.  and  Three  IlliistrHtioiis.     Post  8vo,  cloth  cNtra,  In,  <Jd. 
THE    CORRESPONDENCE    OF    THOMAS    CARLYLE     AND     RALPH    WALDO 
EMERSON,  1834  to  1872,    lulited  bv  Ciiarlks  Eliot  Norton.     With  Portraits. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  hvo,  cloth  extra,  'J4M. 

CARrYLEltJANE~WELSH)rLiF^^  ^Y  ^I".  Alexander  Ireland. 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tm,  6d. 

CHAPMAN'S  "(GEORGE)  WORKSrv^nT^DntainslhePii^scolS^l^^^^ 

incUnliii),'  the  doubtiiil  ones.  Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algkrnon  Charles  Swinburnk.  Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  tlu-  Iliad  and  Odv^scv.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iim,  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.-A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVINGT 

Historical  and  Piactical.  By  VVim.iam  Andkkw  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.  With 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  Hknrv  G.  Bohn,  ajKij^sofine  IlUists.  Large 4t0.hf.-bd.,  Hl^i*. 

CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :~XG^ldirKey."~ByMTs.'i0^rHAVVEis 

With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  10  Wojdcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  0»*. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.     By  Mrs.  H.  K.  Hawk.is.  DemyBvo.  clotli  hi^np, Jin,  0<i. 

CLARE.-FOR  THE   LOVE  OF  A  LASS :   A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

Austin  Clark.     Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  '2m.;  cloth  limp,  lim.  Qd. 

CLIVE"(MRS. "  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.' p^t  8vo7iHu"st7b^ards,  a«.  each. 

PAUL  FERROLL. I      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND    DREAMS:      By   Edward    Clodd,   F.R.A.S.' 

Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  8vo,  ;loth  extra,  Sin.  tfd. 

COBBAN.  —  THE  'CUR1E~  OF  '  SOULST~A~Stor>^     By  J.  Maclaren 

(^oitMAN.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2>*, 

C0LEMANlJ0HN)7  WORKSHBY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.  Two  Vols,  Bvo, cloth,  34«. 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Storv.  With  21  lUusts.  by  J.  C.  Dollman.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Ik.  Od. 

COLLINSl[C.~ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER."~P^st~8^72s. 


COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  .'J*.  Ii<l.  each  ;   post  Hvo,  illustratrrl  boards,  'Jim.  parh. 
SWEET  ANNE  PACE.  I  FROr/l  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.  I  TRANSMIGRATION, 
BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR.  |  YOU   PLAY   ME  FALSE.  |  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 


A  FlOh 

COLLINS 

Cr.  8vn. 
ANT'  *•• . 
BASi. 


post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  )ij*.  each. 
;^  WITH  FORTUNE.    |    SWEET  AND   TWENTY.    |    FRANCES. 

iWITKIE),   NOVELS  BY, 

.ytn.  Od,each  :  post  8vo,  illiist.  bds.,  3k,  each ;  cKlimp,  3s,  6d.  each, 
A.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 


Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE  AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbiort,  R.A,,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
AFTER   DARK.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.     Witii  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 

?UEEN   OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Fiontisiuccc  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
HE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A,,  and  F.  A.  Fraskr. 
NO   NAME.     With  Illustritioiis  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  CoorER. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.     With  illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE  MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiKRand  F.  A.  Fraser, 
MAN  AND  WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  bv  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE   NEW   MAGDALEN.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 

FROZEN    DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 

LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall, 

TWO   DESTINIES. 

HAUNTED   HOTEL.     Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 


THE 
THE 
THE 
THE 
THE 


FALLEN    LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER, 
THE  BLACK  ROBE. 
BLIND   LOVE. 


HEART  AND  SCIENCE, 

"I   SAY   NO." 

A  ROGUE'S  LIFE, 

Vyith  Preface  by  Walter  Besant,  and 

COLLI N §  (JOHN  CHURToX~M JL)7BMKS"B y: 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «•. 
A  MONOGRAPH  ON  DEAN  SWIFT.    Crown  8vo,  ciotb  extra,  »a. 


THF   EVIL  GENIU? 
LIl    .E   NOVELS. 
THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 

Illusts.  by  A.  Forestibr. 


(Shortly. 
iStfrtly. 


600K8   PUBLISHED  6Y 


COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  "My  Nightgown 

andSUppers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  oi    George  Coluan.     With  Lite  by 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7i».  <»«l. 


Q.  B.  BucKSTOWE,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth. 

COLQOHOUN.-EVERY~INCH~A~SOLDIERTArNovel. 

Como«1>H.     Post  iivo,  illustrated  boards,  t^w. 


By  M.  J. 


CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:  A  Family  Handbook.    By  Cathbrine 
Rtam.    Crown  8vo,  In.;  cloth  liinp,  1«.  Od. 

CWWAYImONCURE  D. ),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.    With  65  Illustrations.    Third  Edition.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  riotli  fxira,  "^hm, 
A  NECKLACE  OP  STORIES.     25  lllusts.  by  W.  J.  Hknnessy.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  Gs. 
PINE   AND    PALM:  A  Novel,    Two  Vols.,  crowu  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tilM. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY  Traced  to  their  Sources  aud 

Restored.     Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  '.jw.  tid.      

COOK  (DUTTON), "NO V eTs  B Y.  "~ 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  Bvo,  cl.  ex.,  »m.  ««!. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2», 
LEO.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  "im, 

CORNWALL.-POPULAR   ROMANCES~OF~THE~WESY^FeNG^ 

LAND;    or.  The  Drolls,  Tr.iditions,  and  Superstitions  ot  Uld  Cornwall.     Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt^  F.R.S.  Two  Stccl-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  Bvo,  cl.,  Tw.  0«l. 

COTES.— TWO  GIRL?  V  N  A  BARGE.     By  vrCEcnrCoTEs:,      With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  K.  Townsknd.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  pxtra,  !Jm.  Od. 

CRADDOGK.-THE   PROPHET   OF  THE^REAT  SMOKY  MOUN- 

TAINS.  By  Charlks  Egbkrt  Craddock.  Post  bvo^  illust.  bds.,  lim.  ■  cl.  limp,  ttnAUl, 

CRUikSH^yK'S  comic  almanack.  Complete  in  T\vo  Series  : 
The  Fi.^ST  from  1835  to  1843;  the  Skcond  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackkkav,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
s«ank.  Hike,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  cilt,  ?«.  Od.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Ki.anchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7i*,  0<1. 

CUMMING~(C.  F.  GORDON),  WORKS" BY.~~Demy'^o,cl.~eV,  8«.6d.  each'. 
IN  THE  HEBRIDES.     With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN  THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
_YIA_CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.^V'th  Photogravure  Froutis.    Demy  8vo,  cl.,r»«.«d. 

CUSSANS.— A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY  ;   witli  Instructions' for 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.   By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
408  Woodcuts,  Two  Coloured  and  Two  Plain  Plates.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  <>d. 

C YPLES(W. )— HEARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr .  Svo^cl.  .3s. 6d.rpost8v^s7,2s. 
r)ANIEL.-MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDENTIME.  bTCeorge 

•'^     I J  A  N I KL.  Wit  111  l|£st^rations_byJ<oiiK  ktCruikshank.   Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  '.i».  Od. 

DAUDET.— THE  EVANGELIST;   or,  Port  SlIvation.~B^*T7S;^sE 

Dalidkt.     Crown  '<vo,  cloth  exjtra. J{»*.  iitl,;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  Mm. 

DAVENANT.-HINTS  FOR^PARENTS  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  A  PRO- 

FESSION  FOR^THEIR^SONS.     By  F.  Davknant,  M..\.    Post8vo,  !«.;  cl.,  1«.  lid. 

DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY.  ' 

Crown  8vo,  Iw.earh;  cloth  limp.  Im.  Od.  rach. 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  He.alth  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A^reatiseon  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure, 
AIDS  TO   LONG_  LIFE.    Crown  Hvo.  '^N.;_cloth  limp.  ««.  Od. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHNyCOMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS;  including 

Psalms  1.  to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  U^'published  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards.  Vim, 

CAWSON.-THE   FOUNTAIN  OF~YOUTH :  A  Novi^iT^TAd^^rure: 

By  Erasmus  Dawson,  M.B.  Edited  by  Paul  nsvoN.  With  Two  Illustrations  br 
HuMK  NuBKT.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3n.  Od. 
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CHATTO   &    WINDUS.     iJi4,    HICUADILLY. 


DE  GUERIN.-THfi  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN. 

by  G.  S.  Tkebutikn.     With   a   Moinoir    by  Saintk-Bki)v«.     Translated 


20th  French  Edition  by  Jessik  P.  Fkotiiinoham.  

DE  ~MAISTRE.~A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM: 

Maistkk.    Translated  by  Hi;nky  Attwki.l. 

DE  MILLET^^A^CASTLE IN"  SPAIN. 


Edited 

from  the 

I'cap.  8vo,  half-boond,  '2'*.  Ha. 

By  Xavier  DE 
Post^vo.^ljjth  limp,  3«<._Od.      _ 

l{y  James  De  Mille.     With  a 


I'rontispiere.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :tt.  <Sd.;  po'^t  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tfw. 

DERBY  (THE).-THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF:  A  ChrSnicle 

i)t  the  Race  vor  The  Derhy,  from  IJionied  to  Donovan.  With  Notrs  on  the  Win- 
nin«  Horses,  the  Men  who  trained  thoin,  Jockeys  who  rode  them,  an<i  Gentlemen  to 
whom  they  belont^ed  ;  also  Notices  of  the  Bcttim^  and  Betting  Men  of  the  period,  and 
Brief  Accounts  of  TuK  Oaks.     By  I.oi'is  Hknrv  CintzoN.    Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra,  Uh. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr  Svo^cl.,  :f«.«d.  ea.;  post  8vo.bds.,ti«^ea. 
OUR  LADY  OP  TEARS.  I    CIRCE'S  LOVERS^. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.     post  rvo.  illustrated  boards,  5l«.  each. 

SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.  |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OP  CHARLES  DICKENS,  ia4M87o.  With  a  NewBiblioRraphy. 
Edited  by  Richard  Hkrnk  Siikfherd.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ok.— Also  a 
Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mnvfitir  Library,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  *im,  4id. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  By  Alkkkd  Rimmkr.  With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A,  Vandhrho'  K,  Alkrk  '  Kimmkk,  and  others.  Sq.  tivo,  cloth  extra,  7».  <»d. 

DICTIONARIES." 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Readstic,  and  Dogmatic.     By  the  Rev, 

E.  C.  liRHWEK,  I.L.I).    Cr.own  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7«.  <4d. 
THE   READER'S   HANDBOOK   OP  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,    AND 

STORIES.    By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brkwkr,  LL.D.    With  an  E.nglisii  Biuliockaiiiv. 

Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Hvo,  cloth  extra.  7«.  <WI. 
AUTHORS  AND   THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ll«. 
FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OP  GREAT  MEN.      With  Historical  and  Kxplana- 

tory  Notes.     By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A. M.     Ciown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  0<l. 
BLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Ox.  iU\. 
WOMEN  OP  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.  By  F.Hays.    Cr.8vo,  cl.,  3«. 
WORDS,  FACTS,  AND   PHRASES:   A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ot- 

the-Way  Matters.     By  Kmkzer  Edwakds.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7i».  Od. 

DIDEROT.— THEPARADOX  OF  ACTING.  "Tr^n^atTd,  with  Annota: 
tions,  from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxesur  leComedien,"by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.    Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4w.  ttJ. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.     Square  Svo,  cloth,  «n. 

FOUR    FRENCHWOMEN:    Mademoiselle  de  Corday;   Madame  Roland  ,  The 

Princess  de  Lamhai.le  ;  Madame  de  Genlis.  F'cap. Svo,  hf.-roxbur>ihe, *J4.  <id, 

DOBSON  (W.~T.),  WORKS  BY.    PosTsv^othiimp.tip.. «d. each. 

LITERARY  FRIVOLITIES,  FANCIES,  FOLLIES,  AND  FROLICS. 

POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICITIES.         

DONOVAN  (DICK),   DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  tls.  each:  rlotli  limp,  'i«<.  (td.  each. 
THE  MAN-HUNTER.  I    TRACKED  AND  TAKEN. 

CAUGHT  AT  LAST!  I    WHO  POISONED    HETTY  DUNCAN? 

A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    VV'ith  2j  lUustrations.   Crown  Svo,  cloth,  «•.  | 
post  Svo,  ilhistrat(!(i  boards,  '^n, 

DOYLE  (A.  CONAN,  Author  of  "Micah  Clarke-),  NOVELS  BY.~ 
THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ««. 
STRANGE   SECRETS.    Told  by  Conan    Doylic,    Percy  ■Frr;iGi:RALr),    FLORrNCE 
Makuvat,  &c.    Cr.  Svo,  ci.ex..  Flight  Illusts..  tfw. ;  post  8vo,  illiist.  bds.,  )in. 

DRAMATISTS,    THE    OLD.     with  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.Svo.cl.  ex.,  «i».~pe7vol~ 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
eraphical  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Lssay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

HASSINOER'S  PLAYS.  From  Gifford's  Text.  Edit.by  Col.CuNNiMQHAM.  One  Vol. 
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S  nOOKS    PUHLISHED    BY 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE).  WORKS  BY. 

Ciiiwii  Mvo,  I' lot  1 1  mil  .1,  9  m.  4(«I.  rm  Ii, 
A  lOClAL  DEI'AKTUKKt  How  ( iiihxlo.  i.i  and  1  Wnit  luiiiul  ihn  World  by  Oiir< 

Rclvrn.       Willi   III    lllllll.llintci  liV   I'.  II.    loWNMCNI). 

AN    AMKIMGAN   OIHL   IN    LONDON.     Willi  M,,  Illii'.ii.ilioiiM  by  1'.  II    Townsi-hd. 

DYER.     THE  FOLK-LORE  OK  PLANTS.     Hy  Ui:v.  T.  i.  Tmsiu  i..n 

llVKH,    M.A.       CtilWII  Mvo,  Cllllll    PXllil,((il. 

PARLY    ENGLISH    POETS.      luliUd,  wilh  Iiiti.Mliirlions  ';in<l    Aniiot.i. 
•*        iIdici,  liv  Ki'V.  A.  |l.<  Jhosmii,  I>.I).     Ci  own  llvti,  clnlli  Iii),»u1h,  0».  I'ci  Voliiiiio. 

PLKTCHl-'.K'B  (OILKS)  COMPLKTK   I'OKMB.     Oiw  Vol 

UAVIKS'  (8IK   JOHN  I  GOMIM.KTK   POK'IICAL   WOHKR.    Twn  VoU. 

HKKKICK'B  lltOllKKT)   COMi'LKTK  UOI.I.KCTKI)    I'OI.MS.    Tlit.o.  VoU. 

BIDNKY'B  iBIK   PHILIP)   OOMPLI'.TK    I'OKTIGAL   W0KK8.    Tlm.n  Voln. 

EDGCUMBE.    ZEPHYRUS  :  A  lloluliiy  m  lu.uiliunl  on  iIki  Kivor  ri.ito. 

Iiy  K.  K.  rRAKtiK  luiucDMHic.     Willi  ^ I  llliinditlloiiH.    ('rowii  Mvu,  cloili  axirii,  Am._ 

EDWARDES  (MRS.    ANNIE),' NOVELS  BY: 

A   POINT  OP   HUNOUK.     I'osi  Hvo,  illiisliatc.l  ImmkIm, 'Ja. 

AROHIK   LOVKLL.    <  lowii  Hvo,  clolli  iitia,  :U.  4»il. ;  (xml  Hvo,  llliiit  board!,  9a. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).    WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

I)ii  lioiiiiiy  ol  (.'iiiioiiN,  (^^iLtiiit,  iiiul  Dtil-ol  lliD-W.iy  M.tttuiu,     l)y  Ulik^km  buWAKDH. 
I'lowii  Nvo,  clolh  rxlia,   7".  4(«l. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     I'o^l  Kvii,  illiisti. 1(1(1  luiiii.ls,  -iM. ;  cloili  limp,  *Ja.  0«1. 
PKLICIA.     Post  Svo.  Illiisti.ili'il  l).<.ii.l'., 'ia,       

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).     ROXY  :  A  Novd.  rosTHvorfilnZbdir72s] 
EMANUEL. -ON    DIAMONDS    AND    PRECIOUS    STONES:    Th.ir 

I  listoiy,  VkIuc,  mill  riopci  lies  ;  with  Siiii|i|)> 'I'lsls  loi  um  i  i  t.iiiiiiii;  llini  Kctlily.     I'>y 
IUhkv  KwANiu-i  ,  I'.  I\.(;.S.     W  iili  lliii.li.iiioiis,  tiiitol  .iiiit  |i|,iin,    Ci,  Hvo.i'l.  nx.,  4)n. 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  THE:  A  ri.ulicaKuiuli;  to  all  interested  in 
Sulf^clinil  01  llUlMlll^:  a  lUuiso;  wiili  Ivitiiii.iti-B  of  Cost,  (Jii.mlilir!!,  \c.  Hy  C  1. 
Ru'iiAHDSON.    Witli<.\>loiii(  il  l''io(itis|>ii'(f  .mil  (mo  I II lists.  Ciowii  Bvo,  clolli,  7a.  4)«li 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE   LIFIS   AND  TIMES   OP    PllINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Cotitit   of    Alh.iny 
(T»iK  Voi'N.t   I'kI' tknokk).     Willi  a  I'oiti.ul.     Ciown  Hvi»,  cloth  »;xtiii    9m.  4(il 
STORIES  PROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.     Wiih  an  Aiitoiypo.   Crown  Hvo',  liutli.lU. 

EYES,    OUR  :    How   to  Treservo  Them  from  Iiifaiuy  to  Old  A^'e.     i;y 

John  Urowninu,  F.R.A.S,     With  70  Illiisls.     ll^htcciKh    i  lioiis.iiitl.  Ciowti  Hvo,  tn, 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  Hy  Samukl  Akimimi 

*      Hknt,  A.m.     Filth  l':<litioiijJ<ivisf(l  .iiul  I'.nl.ii^cil.  Ciiwii  8v(),  cloth  extra,  9««.  tint. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  Hvo  .  lotl.  .  xtra.  l..  <{.l.  .a.  h 

THE  CHEHIOAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  l.i-.tuns.l.-liv.-r.-.l  bcloie  a  luvonila 

Aiuiii'm-«>.     Kilitcd  by  Wii.i.iAM  Ckookks   I-'.C.S.     Willi  iiiiniDroiis  llliisii.ition  ; 
01    THE    VARIOUS    F<0RCE8    OP    NATURE,    AND    THEIR     RELATIONS    TO 
__    _  EACH  OTHER.    Kdiieil  by  Wii.i.iam  Ckook^:^,  F.t:.S^__With  lilastraliuns. 

FARRER  (J.   ANSON),  WORKS  BY.  '"^ 

MILITARY    MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Hvo,  cloth  oxtin,  <{a. 

WAR:   Ihree  lissays,  repriiiU-d  troiii  "jMilitary  Mamiors.''^  Or. Hvo,  la.;  cl..  la.  4WI. 

FENN  (MANVILLE).-THE  NEW  MISTRESS :  ANovef'liy  G.  Man- 

viri.K  I'KNN,  Author  of  "  Ooiibli;  Ciiiiiiiin'."  tSic.    Crown  Svo,  rlotli  cxtr.i  .'In    4)«| 

FICT10N.~A  CATALOGUE  OF  NEARLYSIX  HUNDRED  WORKS 

OP    FICTION  published  by  Chatto  it  Win -as,  with  a  Short  Critical  Notice  of 
each  (.'OpaKi-s,  dtMiiy  f*vo),  will  be  sent  ficr  in)on  application. 

FTN^EC. -THE  (:UPB0AR~DrpAPERS7~Observatiotis  on  the  ArT  of 

_      Living  and  Diuinn.     Hy  Fin-Ukc.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  *Ja.  4td. 

FIREWORKS,  THE  '  MPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyrol 
Mckuitt'i  TrtMuiy.    By  *..jmas  Kkntish.  With  tQj  lilusiiaUoa*.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  a*. 
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CHATTO    &   WINDU3,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


Tlie  Pyro- 
>  Svo,  cl.,  d«. 


FlTZGI-nALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),   WORKS  BY. 

7UK    WOIMJ)   HKIIINU  THK   BCRNKB.    Ciown  Hvo,  clolli  oxti«,  3m.  A4. 
MTTI.r.  i:y,H\\',i:   I  I     .11/'  n  lioiii  i.<tii;iii  ot  Ciiami.kh  I.amii.     font  Hvo,  cl..  9h.  04. 
A  DAY'S  TOUK:    joiiMiiy  iIhoiikIi  Fiaiicn  uikI  KoiKiuiii.  With  Skcii-.linn.  0.4(0,  |m. 
FATAL  ZKKO.     iliuwn  Hvo,  iluili  niira,  :Im.  Oil.  \  poitt  Hvu,  illiiHtritteil  boards,  'Ja. 

t'fint  Hvfi,  illii'ttiiMiMl  l(iiiir<l<t.  *4m.  #*arh. 
BKLLA   DONNA.  I  LADY   OK   HKANTOMK.  I  TMK   BKCOND   MRS.  TILLOTSOIf. 
FOLLY.  I  NKVKH   KOKUOTTKN.    |  BKYKNTY-FlVfe:  UKOOKE  BTRKKT. 

LIKK   OP  JAMK8   HOBWKLL  (of  Auchinlock).    Witli  an  Account  of  liiii  SayiiiKn, 
I  iMiiii't,  .iM'l  \Vi  iiiiiri ;  ainl  I'liiir  I'm  1 1  .til 'i.      Twi  Vol't.,  <li:iiiy  Hvo,  i:l')tli,  *J'1m. 

FLAMMAHION.     URANIA:    A  Koninui!.     iiy  Camm.lk  JTAMMAMif>N. 

1  i.iiihl.iti'il  liy  Ain.ii'.iA   i<ii,K  SiKTHM.N.      With  'jn  llUitU uliunt  by  Ds   Uiki.kr, 
Mykiiacii,  mill  (lAMiiAiui.     ("rowii  Hvo,  (loth  ••xii.i,  Urn, 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  rchrht's"victorio 

III  lI'Mvrii,  (liii-ii't    Vniniio  (III    I-..II  III,  (.III  r.t'H   ruiiiii|ili  over  DiMth,   and  Minor 
I'oi  MIS.     Willi  Niii''t  liy  Kcv.  A.  H. 'ii'DSAW  r,  l).l).    (^rown  8vo,    ''ith  boar'U,  41m. 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE:   A  Scri«s  of  lamily  Letter:,. 

I'li'ii  Hvu,  |ii'  nil  I'  I  Mvi  I ,   la.  (  ('.loll I  liiii|>,  Ik.  4til. 

FONBLANQUr-KALCANY).     FILTHY  LUCRE.  J'ostHvo.lUnst.  bds.,  2s." 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

'Kiwii  HvM.  -  loili  '  xii.i,  Jn.  4l«l.  iicli:   IK)',  t  Hvo,  iiliintratfld  board «,  'Jm,  each. 
ONI!  UY  ONK.  IQUKKN  COi'HKTUA.jA   REAL  QUEEN.  |  KIHQ  OR  KHAVET 

OLYMPIA.  l'(.MHv..,illir,(.|,,|.i.,*jM.  I  ESTHER'S  OLOYK.  Fcap.Svo,  pict.cover.  Im. 
K0MANCK8  OF  THK   LAW.    down  hv<i.  .  IoiIi^Om.  ;  poit  Hvo,  illiiHt.  boards.  'Jm. 

PREDEKIC  (HAROLD),    NOVELS  BY. 

SKTH'B  HKOTMKH'a   WIPK.     I'o  ,i  Kvo.  illnHtratrd  bo.irds,  "Jm. 

TH12    LAWrON   GiHL.    Wuli  liotitiHinocc  by  F.  IUknako.    Cr.  Bvq,  cloth  ei.,  6m.  | 

po'.l  Hvo,  illn'.li;il''<i  linaiil'i,  Mn. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF.    Uy  Hbnry  Van  Laun^ 

I'liii'i'  Vol'i.,  ili'iiiy  Mvo,  ridili  liii.iril'i,  Tm,  4(«i.  (^ai  li. 

FRENZENY.     FIFTY   YEARS  ON  THE  TRAIL:  Advmituresof  John 

V.  Ni.i.soN,  S( mil,  '  iiiiiU',  .iimI   Intel  |>ii  icr.     ily  II akim.no /on  O'Kc.ii.i.v.     With  too 
lllii'ili  .ilioiiH  liy  Taiii.  I' iM',nxi:ny.     (^i  cjwii  Hvo,  clotli  czd  a,  ^Im.  (I<I.  

FRERE.-PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Jlindotr^Wlt'h'Fre: 

la<  r  liy  Sir  Hak  ii.k  I'ki  kk.     Ciowii  Hvo,  r.loili,  Urn,  4iil.  (  po'it  Hvo,  illtint.  bdi.,  3m. 

FRISWELL(HAIN).     ONE  OF  TWO :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illusrbds.'.  281 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  Hvo.  rloth  extra,  ;»-.  «.I.  .-arh. 
CIRCUS  LIFK  AND  CIRCUS  CELKBRITIES.  |  LIYRP  OP  THE  CONJURERS. 
THK  OLD  SHOWMEN    AND  THE   OLD   LONDON    (AIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Shnwini;  their  Naiiii;,  1  Mtn  ot  Foiimlation,  (.)l>j(i(:is,    lii':oin<;,  Olficiah,  dec.     Ldited 
iiy  loiiN  I.ANK.     I'iil>lisli(-(|  Annually.     C'rownjjvo,  cloth,  Iw.  4i«L 

Post  8vo.  Im.  narii ;  rioth  Ump,  Im.  Hit,  each. 
GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Fracti<  a!  Advice  a^  to  th« 
M.iiMiV'iiiciU  ot  tli(!  Flowoi ,  I'l  nit,  and  Fraim;  (iarden.     liy  (»KfiR(iK  Gf.KNNV. 
OUR   KITCHEN  GARDEN:   Plants,  and  Mow  wc  Cook  Thorn.     l)y  Tom  Jkhrold. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.     Hy  Tom  an.l  Jank  jKKKor.n.     Illtibtrated. 
THE  GARDEN   THAT   PAID  THE   RENT.     ISy  Tom  jKi<itoi.i>. 

MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREW  THERE.    Uy  Francis  G.  Heath. 

Crown  Hvo,  cloth  cxtt.i,  I'ilt  i'<ti;<'',,  ((>•. 

GARRETT.— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS  rATNov^L    By  EnwARiTGARRErT: 

Crown  Hvo,  rloih  extra.  .'It.  IJ«I.;  post  Hvo,  illustrated  boards,  ^m. 

GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,   THE.—KMonthiy":"'  In  addition  to  the 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,   -.cience,  and  Art,  lor  which  this  Magazine  hat 
sohiKh  a  reputation,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Svlvanus  Urban  appears  monthly, 
*^*linuntl  Voliimn  for  recent  yearn  kebt  in  %tock,  8m.  Oil,  each:  Cases  for  binding,  9». 

GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUAL,  THE.'Published  Annually  in  November,    is'. 
The  1891  Animal  is  writtiMi  by  T.  W.  Spbiqht,  Author  of  "The  Mysierlea  of  Ileroa 
Dyke,"  and  is  entitled  BACK  TO  LIFE. 
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^     BOOKS  PUBLIgHEO  BY 


GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  CoHected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  bvo,  cloth,  tfiii.  6«1.;  gilt  edges,  Yw.  «rt. 


GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6*1.  each ;  post  8vo,  illnstrated  boards,  3».  eaCDt 


ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOYINQ  A  DREAM. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST. 
IHB  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 


OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 
IN  HONOUR  BOUND, 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAT? 

FOR  THE  KINO. 

flUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW. 
N  PASTURES  GREEN. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '2m,  each. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  HEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.  |   A  HARD  KNOT. 

HEART'S  DELIGHT.  I  BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED  I    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  3r.  each. 


DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS. 

THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN. 


JAMES  DUKE,  GOSTERMONGER. 


GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.    Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea- 
Charity— The  Princess— The  PaJace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series:  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen—Uan'l 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  "  Pinafore  —The  Sorcerer— Pirate*  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIG~OPERAS  written  by   W.  S.   Gilbert.     Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance— lolanthe — Patience- 
Princess  Ida — The  Mikado— Trial  by  Jury.     Deiny  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Qm,  Od. 
■    THE   "GILBERT  AND   SULLIVAN"   DIRTMDAY   BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W,  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A, 
Sullivan.    Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.    Royal  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  tla.  6d. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS :  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle  and  Adventure.    With  2  Illusts.  by 

Hume  Nisbet.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  6fl. 
THE  FOSSICKER :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.    With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 
by  Hume  Nisbet.    Crc  n  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lim.  Cd. 

GLENNY.-A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.    By  George  Glenny.    Post  8vo,  la. ;  cloth  limp,  In.  6d. 

eODWIN.-LIVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.    By  WlETiXi^G^D: 

WIN.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tin. 


GOLDEN  TREASURY   OF   THOUGHT,  THE:   An  Encyclopjedia "of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7».  6d. 

(TOWINGr^OFlVffl'MOUSAirirMrLES  IN~A~srEDGE  :  A  Midwinter 

Journey  Across  Siberia.    By  Lionel  F.  Gowng.    With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uren,  and  a  Map  by  E.  Wellkr. Large^crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^i«. 

6MHAM.— TH¥PR0FES"S0R'S~WIFE:  A  Si^^^BjlO^o^ARD 

Graham.    Pcap.  8^%  picture  cover,  Js. 

GREEKS  AND    ROMMS"THE~LrFri)F~THE~described  from 

Antique  Moouments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.   Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7m,  0«1." 

CrREENWOOD   (JAMES),   WORKS  "BY.     Cr.  8vo.  doth  extra,  3ii.  6d.  each! 
THE  Wm)i  OF  LON DON. |         LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLfi  tHlNRY),  NOVELS  BY:  ~~ 

NIKANOR.    Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.    With  8  Illusts.    Cr.  Gvo,  cl.  extra,  Gm, 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sm, ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  '2*. 

GRIFFITH.-CORINTHIA  MARAZION :   A  Novel.    By  Cecil  Grip: 

fith,  Author  of  "  Victory  Deane,"  &c.    Three  Vols. [Shortly, 

Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS"  BY7~ 
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HAIR,  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo,  la.;  cloth  limp,  la.  6«l. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS^ORDON),  P0E¥S  BY.   Cr.  svo.  ci.  ex..  «-.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW,  j      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    -Small  4to,  cloth  extra.  Sm.      

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.     By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,.Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.    Medium  8ro,  cloth  extra,  Ta.  lid.  

HALUDAYT^MrqT^VERY-D AY  PAPERS.    Post  8vo.  bds.,  2s. 

HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.  With  over  lOo  Facsimiles 
and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tjw.  ft«l. 

HANKY-PANKY  :  A  Collection  of  Very  Easy  Tricks,  Very  Difficult 
Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand.  &c.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Crembr.  With  aoo 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  4w.  6d. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     By 

LadyDuFFUs  Hardy.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin. 


HARDY   (THOMAS). -UNDER   THE    GREENWOOD    TREE.      By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  ot  "Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd."    With  Portrait  and  15 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  l%ft,  tfcl. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards^  tim» 

HARWOOD.-THE~TENTH~EARL.    By  J.  Berwick  H^wood.    Poit 

8v^,Jllustrated  boards,  ifw. 

HAWEIS   (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6a.  each. 
THE  ART  OP  BEAUTY.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE  ART  OF  DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.    With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 

THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  8.vo,  la.;  cloth,  la.  6d. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    Demy  Svo.  cloth  limp.  ^>*.  <td. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.R.,M.  A.). -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving,   Oliver  Wendell    Holmes.  James  Russell    Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  ITarte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  tia. 

HAWLEY~SMART.^WITHOUT"LOVE~OR  LICENCE :  A  Novel.    By 

Hawlky  Smart.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'Iw.  6d. 

HAWTH0WET^^0TR~1)LD~H0ME.  By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 
Annotated  with  Passages  from  the  Author's  Note-book,  and  Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  Iga. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  6d.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3a.  each, 

GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     I    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  I        DUST. 

SEBASTIAN  STROME.  DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  |    THE  SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 


HISS  CADOGNA. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3a.  each, 

I     LOYE-OR  A  NAME. 


MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover,  la. 

A  DREAM  AND  A  FORGETTING.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Iw.  «d. 

HAYS.— WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY  :  A  Biographica'  Dictionary  of  Notable 

Contemporaries.     By  Francks  Hays.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  cSa. 

HEATH7-MY~GARDEN  WILD,~AND~WHAT~I~GREW~THlfiE: 

By  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6a. 

HELPS  TsrR~ARTHUKJ,~WORKS  BY.    Post  svo.  doth  limp,  9».  6d.  each. 

ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.   |     SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
IVAN  DE  BIRON ;  A  Novel.     Or.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3a.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  Illnst.  bds.,  ga. 
HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE  :  A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  Hvo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING   LADY.     By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
of  *'  The  Bishops'  Bible.'*    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sla.  Od.  ,    . 


la 
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"ik 


HERRICK'S   (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE  NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  ISb. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.     By  Dr.  Theodor 
Hbrtzka.    Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Oa. 

HESSE- WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.   By  Chevalier 
Ernst  von  Hessb-Wartegg.    With  92  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3»,  6d. 


HINDLEY  (CHARLES), 

IIVERN    ANECDOTES 


WORKS  BY. 

"AND   SAYINGS:    Including   the  Origin   of  Si^s,  and 

Reminiscences  connected  with  Taverns,  Cofifee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.    With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6€l. 
THE   LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OP  A  CHEAP  JACK.     By  One  of  the  Fra- 
ternity.   Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  il».  Oil. 


HOEY.-THE  LOVER'S  CREED. 

illustrated  boards,  iln. 


By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.     Post  8vo, 


HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN). 
HOLMES. 


-NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 


THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION:  A  Popular  Manual  for  the  Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.    By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.P.     With  Illustrations.    Crown 8vo.  In.;  cloth.  In.  OJ. 


HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  iln.  Oil.— Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3b. 

THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  gg. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  toe  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7tt.  <>«l. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  85  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  printed  ou 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  ga. 

HOOD   (TOM).-FROM    NOWHERE   TO    THE   NORTH   POLETa 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  lUustrationsby  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.    Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  Oh.  

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.    With  Life  of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Th,  ttd. 


HOOPER.-THE    HOUSE   OF   RABY : 

Hooper.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ti». 


A  Novel.     By  Mrs.  George 


HOPKINS.-*"TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:'»  A  Novei.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tta, 

HORNE.  —  ORION :  An  Epic  Poem.  By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra,  Tw. 

HORSE  (THE)  AND  HIS  RIDER:  An  Anecdotic  Medley.  By  "Tho^ 

manby."    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  On. 

HUNT.-ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

and  other  Pieces.    Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Edmund  Ollier.      Post  Svo, 
printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  'jm.    Also  in  sm.  sq.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  at  same  price. 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALFRED),  NOVeTFbY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3h.  (>cI.  each :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '■In.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONpEMNED.      |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 

THORHICROFT'B  MODEL."  Post  8vo,lirustrated  boards,  aa. 

HYDROPHOBIA :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System.  Containing 
a  Translation  of  all  his  Communications  on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of  hit 
Method,  and  Statistics.     By  Renaud  Suzor,   M.B.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6w. 

TNGELOW  (JEAN).-FATED~fO~BE~FREE.    With  24  lUustratioil^ 

by  G.  J.  PiNWHLL.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  Od.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3ii. 

INDOOR  PAUPERS.   By  One  of  Them.    Crown8vo,ls.;clotbris.  ei 
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IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,  SONGS  OF.    Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Percevai,  Graves.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3b.  ttd. 

JAMES. -A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Charles 

James.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover.  In. ;  cloth  limp,  la.  tfd.  

JANVIER. -PRACllCArKER^AMicFFbRTTU^  By  Catherine 

A.  Janvier,    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tfa. 


JAY  (HARRIETT),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DARK  COLLEEN. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ila.  each. 
THB  QUEEN  OF  CONNAUOHT. 


JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  a*.  «d.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  I  THE   LIFE  OF  THE  FIELDS.  |   THE  OPEN  AIR. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    With  a  Photograph  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ow. 

JENNINGS  (H.  JOTWORKSTBY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ttm.  6d. 

LORD  TENNYSON  ;  A  Biographical  Sketch.      With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  «w. 

JEROME.  —  STAGELAND :  Curious  Habits  and  Customs  of  its  In- 
habitants.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge, 
Square  8vo,  picture  cover,  In.;  cloth  limp,  la._Od. 

JERROLD.-THE'MRBER^'SCHXlRy&THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Douglas  Jerrold.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  J». 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WOliKS  BY.  Post  Svo.  la.  each;  cloth  limp,  la.  6d.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN ;  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

JESSE.-SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse,    Post  8vo,  clotn  hrap,  ^i*.  


JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY.     Cr.Svo.  cl.  extra,  7a.  6d.  each. 

FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.      With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS;  A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.      With    Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory 
and  a  Biographiced  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.    Edited  by  Colonel  Ciinnino- 
HAM.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Qw.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLEYe  W0RK§1)F.    Translated  by  WhistonT 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  of  the  Tews."     With  5a 
Illustrations  and  Maps.    Two  Vols,,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  1C«*.  Od. 

KEMPT.-PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.    Bv 

Robert  Kempt.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  *ii*,  ttd. 

KERSHAW.  -  COLONIAL    FACTS     AND     FICTIONS:     Humorous 

Sketches.    By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ttrt, ;  cloth,  tin.  <mI. 

KEYSER.  —  CUTTBY  the   MESS:   A  Novel.     By  Arthur   Kkyser.' 
Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  la. ;  cloth  limp,  la.  6«l. 

KING  (R.  ASHE),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  8vo,  cl., :{«.  «d.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  bds..  2«.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  L"_T*?^  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

PASSION'S  SLAVE.    Post  8vb,  illustra'ted  boards,'  ila. 

BELL  BARRY.    2  vols.,  crown  8vo. 

KINGSLEY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

OAKSHOTT  CASTLE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  <Ja. 

NVMBER  SEVENTEEN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  aa.  «d. 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  WON  :  A  I^omance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century, 
tiditedt  witb  9U  lotrodqctiooi  by  the  Marquiss  of  Lorns,  K.T.  Cr.  Svo,  c|,  e^„  (^v. 
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KNIGHT.  — THE  PATIENT'S  VADE   MECUM 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.     By    William    Knight, 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  8vo,  In.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 


:    How  to  Get  Most 
M.ItC.S.,   and   Edward 


T  AMB'S   (CHARLES)   COMPLETE   WORKS,   in    Prose   and  Verse. 

*^  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  shepherd.    With  Two  Portraits 

and  Facsimile  of  a  page  of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig."    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Tn.  6d. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  9a. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  bv  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  il«.  6d. 

LANbOR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582. 
To  which  is,  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  halt-Roxburghe,  JJs.  0<1. 

LANE.— THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 
England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Araoic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7m,  Od.each. 

LARDER.— A  SINNER'S  SENTENCE:  A  Novel.  By  A.  Larder.  Three 

Vols.,  crown  8vo. IShortly, 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.   With  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra,  Sa.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY :  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Ecceotricities  of 
the  Cloth,    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  ila. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Ha.  6d.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES.  |  THEATRICAL  AHECDOTEB. 


LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),  WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  9a. 
_     JEUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3>i.  6d. 

LEYS  (JOHN). -THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,  2s, 

LIFE  IN  LONDON ;  or.  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.    With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  IllaStrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
7h.  tfd. [New  Edition  preparing. 

LINTON   (E.    LYNN),   WORKS   BY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  aa.  6d.  eachr 
WITCH  STORIES.  |        OURSELVES t  Essays  on  Womem. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3a.  Od.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  da.eacb. 


BOWING  THE  WIND. 
PATRICIA  KEHBALL. 
ATONEMENT  OF  LEAH  DUNDAB. 
THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. 


UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 
"MY  LGYBl"         J         lONB. 
PASTON  CAREW,  MilUonairc  ft  Mliar. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3a.  each. 
THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         |        WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 


LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ta.  6d. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  3hu  Oil. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  fim. 


LUSIAD  (THE)  OF  CAMOENS.     Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff,    With  n  Plates.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  ISa. 

JJACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

TERESA  ITASCA,  and  other  Stories.    Crown  8vo,  bound  in  canras,  9a.  6d. 
BROKBli  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts,  by  W.  J,  Hbnnbsst.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY.  ~~~ 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Second  Edition,  Qrown  Bro.  Cl.  eitra.  ill. 
iP50BWHITM)CK.  Crow»8vo,clotbMtr»,««.  1    .♦h».««. 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 


HISTORY  OP  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  1880.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ItJa.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6f».  each,— And  a 

JUBILEE  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  oi  1886,  iu  Two  Vols., 
arce  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^k.  Hd.  each. 
A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.    One  Vol.,  crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

— Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  "ii*.  6d. 
JL  HISTORY    OF   THE   FOUR  GEORGES.     Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
ISM.  each. [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3r.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
HY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


HISS  MISANTHROPE. 

DONNA  QUIXOTE. 

THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 

MAID   OF  ATHENS. 

C  KIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


**THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  R  jCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
Praed.    Fourth  E dition.     Crown  Bvo. cloth  extra,  6». 

McCarthy  (justin  h.,  m.p.),  works  by. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  8vo,  la*.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.   Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  la.  6d. 

IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History,  179S-1886.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6a. 

ENGLAND  UNDER  GLADSTONE,  1880-85.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 

HUFIZ  IN  LONDON:  Poems.      Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  .'Ik.  6d. 

HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  88. 

OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  Ilmp,  la  6d. 

DOOM  1  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  la. 

DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp,  la.  6d. 

LILY  LASS;  A  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  la.  6d. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 
case,  ttls.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  ingrolier  cl.,  at  !Ja.  6d.  each. 
Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Womkn.— Book  of  Sonnets. — Organ  Sonos. 
„    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams.— 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIII.  The  Light  Princess. — The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn.— Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter. — The  Wow  o'  Rivven. — The  Castle. — The  Broken 
Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 

THE  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  DR.  GEORGE  MACDONALD.      CoL 

lected  and  arranged  by  the  Author.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  iin. [^Shortly, 

MACMNELL.— QUMERCOUSINS  :  A  No^el.~By  AgnesMacdonell. 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  lln.  6d. ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  tt>*,  

MACGREGOR.  —  PASTIMES~AND"P0:YERST Notes  onT^lar 

Games.    By  Robert  Macgregor.    Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  tim.  Od.    

MACKAYT^INTERLUDESAND^LJNI)ERTONES^or^Musi^ 

By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  e3tra,^«. 

MACLISl~FORTRAlt  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
BibHographical,  and  Anecdota.  -illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  01 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  6d. 

MACQUOID   (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.     square  Bvo,  cloth  extra.  7h.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
PICTURES    AND    LEGENDS    FROM    NORMANDY    AND    BRITTANY.      Witb 

34  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.    With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid, 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each.  ,, 

f  HB  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories,   i        LOST  ROSE.  ' 
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MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions  lor  producing  tbe  Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  aiid  preparing  Lanterfl 
Slides.     By  T.  C.  Hkpworth.     With  id  Illustratioua.     Cr.  8vo.  ta. ;  cloth.  !■»  Od« 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual  Experience,  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  aoo  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4w.  6d,    

MAGNA  CHARTA  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 

Museum,  3  leet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5»» 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  S*.?  cloth  limp,  3«.  6d. 
THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  2n.  6d. 
POEMS.    Smal'  4to,  parchment.  81*. 
18  LIFE  WORTH  LIVINQ?    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6i(i.  

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D'ARTHUR :  The  Stories  oi 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Kni!:<lits  ot  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)    Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMKRIE  RANKING.      PoSt  8vo,  cloth  limp,  jJH. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  eil.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  300  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Frasbr. 
THE  GILDED  AGE.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations, 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Bearix, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7(i.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3a.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.    With  234  Illustration*, 

(The  Two-;)hilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  ^14  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  igo  Illustrations. 
LIFE  ON  THE   MISSISSIPPI.    With  300II  lustrations. 
ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemblk. 

THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6». ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  »•• 

THE    AMERICAN    CLAIMANT:    The    Adventures  of   Mulberry    Sellers.      With 

numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3b.  Od. ^Preparing. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  (is. 

MARRY  AT  (FLORENCE),  NOVELS  BY.    p^tsvo.iiiust.  boards, ««.  each 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  |  WRITTEN  IN  FIRE.     |  FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN  I  SESAME  1    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sw.  «d. ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  ila. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.  From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  tts.  

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZENDAUGHTERS:  A  Novel.      BTf. 

Mastkrman.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  tin. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '-i*. ;  cloth  liinp,  '2t.  Od. 

MAYHEWr=TONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.    By  Henry  Mayhew.    With  Illusts.  Crown  Svo, cloth,  3».  0<l. 

MENKEN.— iNFELICIA:  Poems  by  Adah  "Isaacs  Menken.  With 
Biograi)hical  Preface,  Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Darlev,  and! 
Facsimile  of  a  Letter  from  Charles  Dickens.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  7m,  6d. 

MlXlCAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande 


A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.    With  265  Illusts. 


By 

Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  3d. 


SliDDLEMASS  (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  Svo.illust.  boards.  a».eac^i. 
TOUCH  AND  GO.  |    MR.  DORILLION. 


MILLEft.-PHYSIOtOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG  ;  or,  The  House  of  Life : 

Human  Physiology,  with  its  application  to  the  Preservation  of  Health.     By  Mriv 
F.  Fenwick  Millsr.    With  oumerous  Illustrations.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3a.  6d. 
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-      CHATTO   &   WINDUS,  214,   PICCADILLY. 

MILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.      PostSvo.  in.  each;  cloth,  in.  «d.  each. 
THE   HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  tor  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths.  &C. 
THE  BATH  IN   DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  BKIR, 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TRBATMBHT  OF  LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  1«. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD  ?  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  3n. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover.  In. ;  cloth,  la.  6d. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPHPxON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 

PROSE  AND  VERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moorr; 

with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.      Edited  by  R. 

Herne  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Tw.  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),  STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3n.;  cloth,  3m.  Ad. 
THE  DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;   or.  The  Valley  of  Gold:   A  Narrative  of  Strange 

Adventure.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Crowa  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5m.  ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3m. 

MURRAYnrDTlJHRISTIE)~Na^^^ 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Jm.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3m.  each. 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
YAL  STRANGE. 


HEARTS. 
THE  WAY  OF  THE 
WORLD. 


A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
CYNIC  FORTUNE. 


Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3m.  each. 


BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 


A  MODEL  FATHER. 

OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.    With  Three  Illustrations  by  A.  McCormicx.    Crown  Bvo, 
cloth  extra,  <i«. ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  bnarrts.  3'«. 

MU^RRAYlDrCHRISTTEy^&HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKITBY: 

Cr  jwn  «vo,  cloth  extra.  <>m.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3«.  each, 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS. 

PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestibr  and  G.  Nicolet 
THE  BISHOPS    BIBLE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  tfd. 


MURRAY. -A  GAME  OF  BLUFF :  A  Novel. 

Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3m.  ;  cloth  limp,  3».  6d. 


By  Henry   Murray. 


NISBET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

*'BAIL  UP!"  A  Romance  of  Bushrangers  AND  Blacks.    Cr.  8yo,cI.  ex.,3M.6d. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  «d. ^ 

NOVELi!STS.-HALF-HOURS   WITH   THE   BEST  NOVELlSTS~OF 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bkll.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3m.  6d.  [Preparing. 

O'CONNOR.  —  LORD    BEACONSFIELD :    A  Biography.      By  T.  P. 

^^    O'CoNNUR,  M.P.     Sixth  Edition,  with  an  Introduction.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5m. 

O'HANLON    (ALICE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3ii.  each  ' 
THE  UNFORESEEN. |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET  (GEORGES),  NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoet.  With  q  Illustrations  by 
E.  Bayard,    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6«. :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3m. 

Ik  LAST  LOVE.  Translated  by  Albert  D.  Vandau.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5m.  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3m. 

A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Translated  by  Albzrt  D.  Vawdam.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3m.  titl, 

OLIPHANT   (MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3m.  each. 
THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.                        |  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 
WHITELADIES.    With  Illustrations  by  Arthur  Hopkins  and  Henry    Woods, 
A.R.A. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3w.  6d. ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3m. 

d*REILLY  (MRS.).-PH(EBirS  FORTUNES.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds. ,  2s. 


CSHAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR),  PO.    'TWr, 

LAYS  OF  FRANCE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I Om.  6d. 
MUSIC  AND  MOONLIGHT.    Fcap.  8to,  cloth  extra,  7h.  6d. 
SONGS  OF  A  WORKER.    Fcap.  8vo,  doth  extra,  7a.  6A 
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OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

BTRATHMORE. 

CHAND08. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAIHE'S 

CAGE. 
IDALIA. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 


Cr.  8vo,  c1,,  3a>  ^d.  e»ch ;  post  8to,  illust.  bds-t  i'**  e>cb 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 

PABCAREL. 

TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

BHOEB. 
8IGRA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITT. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS. 

PIPISTRELLO. 

A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE, 

IN  MAREMMA. 

BIHEI. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  J    OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 

OUILDEROY.  i  RUFFINO. 


PUCK. 

BTRLIN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3a.  6<t. 

SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6w. 

WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  P.  StdnbT 
Morris.    Post  8 vo,  cloih  extra,  «5ii.    Chkap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  Us. 


PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

*     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  »».  6il. 
AN  1 M AL^  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sm, 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL  LETTERS.    A  New  Translation,  with  His^ 

torical  Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie.  P.P.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  In. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Frontis- 
piece  by  Helen  Haterson.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3w.  6d.;  post  Bvo,  illust.  boards,  tin. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3m.  6d.  each;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  Qm.  each. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS   BLACK   THAH    WB'RB 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH  SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 
k  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORH. 

FROM  EXILE. 

BOMB  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

THE  CANON'S  WARD. 

THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWH. 

HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY  01  MIRBRIDOB. 


Post  Bvo;  illustrated  boards,  9m.  each, 
HUMOROUS  STORIES.  


THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACB. 

MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM.  ,      < 

BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE.      -    .' 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON.    .^ 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S  YEAR.  I  CECIL'S  TRTST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 


THE  £lYFFARDB  OF  OLTFFB« 

FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST.   ,. 

A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY. 

HOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.     I     THE  BURNT  MILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY.  |  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 


Crown  8  i,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION :  Stories  of  Marine  Adventure  Re-told.    With  17 

Illustrations. 
THE  WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 
BUNNY   STORIES,  and  lome  SHADT  ONES.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Prbd 

Barnard, 

NOTES  FROM  THE  "NEWS."    Crown  8vo,  portrait  cover,  la.  <  cloth,  la.  6d. 

PENNELL  (H.  GHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post8vo,ci..s>.6d.each. 

PUCK  ON  PflGASUS.    With  IllU!:trations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  TbQ  lull-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Mauribr. 

THE  MUSES  OF  MAYFAIR.    Vers  do  Soci(?te,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  B1C.  Post  8vo,  1».  each;  cloth,  1»,  Od.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  theAuthor    I   AH  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 
of  "  The  Gates  Ajar."        |    BU&OLARB  IN  PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.  Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Rbbp.   Cr.  8vo,  la. ;  cloth,  !■.  6<L 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  covet,  t> 
LADY  LOVELACE.    Post  Syo,  illustrated  hoards, 4to. 


y  *■ 


TT 


■I-'.'  !1.  1. 


^"JT 


lust,  bds.,  :<■.  eacb 

BLLO. 

lOE  COMMUHE, 

SMHA. 


58.  J  OTHMAR. 
8  NAPRAXINE. 
toy.  I  RUf  FINO. 


IDA  by  P.  Stdnkt 
ted  boards,  t|g. 

ftnp,  3fl.  64. 

:o,  cloth  extra,  Jiw. 

tion,  with  His- 
ith  limp,  tin. 

With  Frontis- 
illust.  boards,  'Jw. 

s,  3«.  eacb. 
lORN. 

ITS. 

OWH. 

RBRIDGB. 
bLTFFB. 

[est. 

)N. 

ps  REWARD. 

NDS. 

RET  MILLION. 

I  CASH  ONLY. 

told.    With  17 

)lece  by  Frbd 

oth,l».6d. 
l.,38.6d.eacb. 
3u  Maurier. 

ENNELL. 

1, 1*.  Od.  each. 
ISE. 
IE. 

cloth,  1«.  6d« 


19 


CHATTO   &  WINDUS,  214,   PICCADILLY. 
PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY.  " 

THE   PURSUIVANT   OF   ARMS;    or,    HeraldrT   Founded    upon    Facts.      With 
Coloured  Frontispiece,  Five  Plates,  and  aog  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7»»  ttd. 
BONOS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,<iii. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.  Translated  from  the 
Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and  a  Life  oi  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  LanohornEj With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  lOw.  6d. 

POE'SlEDGAR  ALLAN)l;H^DlCE"WORKiS.  in  Prose  and  Poetry.   Inlro: 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsiuiiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7a.  6d. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE  ROOET,  &c.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3». 

POPE'S   POE^CAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tl*.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  9s.  each. 
VALENTINA.                |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RITIWJ 
GERALD.    Post  Bvo.  illustrated  boards. 'in. ' 

PRINCESS  OLGA.— RADNA':  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  x88i.    Bfp 
the  Princess  Olc;a.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Gm. I 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.    With  55  Illusts.    Small  crown 8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.edU 
BABY  STAR  LESSONS.  Whh  Star  Maps  for  £very  Nigh   ui  the  Year,  Drawings 

of  the  Constellations,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Oh. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 
BATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.   Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6d. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.   With  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «h. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  Oa. 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  8vo,  Iw.  «d. 

f»RYCE.-MfSS  MAXWJELL'S   AFFECTIONS.     By  Richard  Pryce; 

Author  of  "  The  Ugly  Story  of  Miss  Wetherby,"  &c.    2  vols.,  crown  8vo. 

PAMBOSSON.- POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 

of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Tb.  6d. 


RANDOLPH.-AUNT  ABIGAIL  DYKES :  A  Novel. 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7h.  jlSd. 


By  Lt. -Colonel 


READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3a.  tf d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3a.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  itm,  tf  d. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Editioi^ 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  stvle,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  3m.  Od. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell. 
THE  COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illustrated  by 

Helen  Paterson. 
THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.   Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  bv  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Kbbns. 
THE  CLO'STER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Kebne. 
HARD  CASH.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.    Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 
PUT  YOURSELF  IN  HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLF  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 
THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illustrated  by  Helen  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A., 

C.  Green,  and  HtNRV  Woods,  A.R.A. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery.  "      "' 

BIHGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD   STORIES  OF    MEN    AND   OTHER  ANIMALS.     Illustrated    by   B.   A. 

Abbey,  Percy  Macquoid,  R.W.S.,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
THE  JILT,  and. other  Stories.    Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash.  " 

A  PERILOUS  SECRET.    Illustrated  by  Frbd.  Barnard. 
BBADIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charlbs  Reads. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  ofbayid,  Paul,  Ac.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette,  1«. 
^ELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READB.  With  an  Introduction 

br  Mrs.  hm,  Irblanp,  and  »  Steel-Plate  Portrait.   Owwn  8vo.  buckran,  tf  «• 
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BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY 


BIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.).  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Bvu,  cloth  extra,  »m.  ttd.  each ;  post  8vo,  Ulastrated  boardi,  9u.9t£h. 
TUB  PRINCB  OP  WALES'S  OARDEN^ARTY.      |  WBIBD  HTOfilBI. 

Post  8 vo.iriustrated  boards,  '2m.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.  I      FAIRY  WATER. 

MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  OARDENB.  HER  MOTHER'S  DARLINQ. 


,  cloth  gilt,  7«.  6d.  each. 


RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.    With  ss  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  so  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  58  lUusts.  byC.  A.  Vawdkkhoof,  &c. 

nOBINSON  CRUSOE.  By  Daniel  Defoe.  (Majors  Edition.)  With 
17  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  3«. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NDTELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'in.  6<l.  each :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ila.  each. 
WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.  |  THE  HANDS  OP  JUSTICE. 

ftOBINSON   (PHIL),    WORKS   BY.     Grown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6«l.  each. 
THE  POETS'  BIRDS.                              I  THE  POETS'  BEASTS. 
T HE  POETS  AND  NATURE  t  REPTILES,  FISHES,  I NSECT3.      [Preparing, 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.   With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Saintb-Beuvk.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  'Jw. 

R0Li71)F~  BTtTLE~AB^BEYTTHE  :  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  '•  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country^ 
A.D.  1066-7.  With  Arms  emblazoned  in  C      1  and  Colours.    Handsomely  printed,  5i»» 

IlOWLEYlHONrHUGH)rWORKS    BY.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  3..  6d.  each.'   ' 
PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.    Profusely  Illustrated. 


RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ija.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2m.  6d.  each. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.         |   GRACE  BALHAION'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND  SCHOLARS. 


RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVllLS  BY: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ox.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3h.  each. 
ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  A  BOOK  FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 

IN  THE  MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  «« OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPEj THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE. 

ON  THE  FO'K'SLE  HEAD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tii*. 
AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  6ii. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  *Z», 
MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3ii.  Qd.        

CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY.  ~~ 

•^     A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     With  a  Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  a 
Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3ci.  6d. :  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  il». 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.    3  vols.,  crown  Svo. 


By  George  Augustus  Sala. 


SALA.-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boar  js.  g>.. 

STNSONL^SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847). Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  6d. 

saundersTJOhn),  novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttil.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3n.  each, 
GUY  WATERMAN.    |   THB  LION  JN  THE  PATH.  |     THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  exlra,  38.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ',in.  6d.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  eaoha 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE.  < 

THB  HIGH  HILLS. |   SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  HERRYWE ATHBR.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3a. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 


SCIENCE-GOSSIP  :  An  Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.    Devoted  to  Geolpgy 
Botany,    Physiology,    Chemistry,   Zoology,  Microscopy,   Telescopy,    Physiography' 
Photography, &c.    Price  4d.  Monthly ;  or  5».  per  year,  post-free.    Vois.  I,  to  XIX. 
V»7  b0  ba4i  7»>  Od.  each ;  Vols.  X^.  to  date,  «i«.  eapl).  C^s^i  fqr  6i|idiog,  l«,  ^d« 
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SECRET  OUTy  THE :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taining Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "Whits  Magic."  I>7  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4w.  Od. 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS~BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBBPAMMEROAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Jn.  Ofl. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS,    with  a  Maps  and  16  lUusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Oii._ 

SENIOR  (WM.).-BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo,  cloth.  2s.  6d. 
SHAKESPEARE,  THE  FIRST  FOLIO.— Mr.  William  Shakespkare  s 

Comedies,    Histories,   and  Tragedies.      Published    according  to    the    true 

Originall  Copies.     London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard  and  Ed.  Blount.    1623.— 

A  reHnced  Pliotot'raphic  Reproduction.     Small  8vo.  half-RoTbiirelie,  Tm.  Oil. 

SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN  :  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKESPEARE.  With 

Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.    Crown  4to,  cloth,  Ow. 

SHARPr^CH!LbREN~OF  TO-MORROW:    A  Novel. 

Sharp.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  On. 


By  William 


By  R.  H.  Sherard.     Crown  8vo, 


SHELLEY.-THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERStt  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY   BYSSHE    SHELLEY.     Edited.  Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Heknb 
Shkpherd.    Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3a.  Od.  each. 
POETrcAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
Vol.     L  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  C(irre« 
tpondence  withiStockdale ;  The  W.-vnderinij  Jew ;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;   AU&tur, 
and  c.ier  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Melen  :  Prometheus  I'nbound;  Adonais.  Sec. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci :  Julian  and  Maddalo ;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;  Th«  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  ar.d  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphibtt ;  A  Refutao 

tlon  of  DeLsm  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writing  and  Ftagments. 
VoL    IL  The  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad;  Transl.itions  and  Fr.igments,  tdited  by  Mr*.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD.-ROGUES  :  A  Nove.\ 

picture  cover,  In. ;  cloth.  In.  Od. 

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  -  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

p.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols., demy  8vo,  cloth,  *J4w. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKST^ith 

Lie  an  d  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  liis  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches,  Jokes,  &c.    With  10  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7ii.  Od. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCAHDAL,  and  other  Plays.    Post  8vo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  'iim. 
SHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIVALS    and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  13««.  0*1. 

SIDNEY'S"(SIR  PHTLIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKSrindud^ 

inj:  all  those  in  "Arcadia."    With  Portrait,  .Vle.-norial-hitroduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  tha 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P.     Tltree  Vole,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  1H». 


SIGNBOARDS :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters,  by  Iacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hottkn. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  lUustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Tw.  0«l. 

SIMS~7GEdRGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ti»,  each; 


ROQUES  AND  VAGABONDS. 
THE  RING  0'  BELLS. 
MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS. 


cloth  limp,  ^H.  Od.  each. 
MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 
TALES  OF  TO  DAY. 
DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustraticns. 
TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen, 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Ih.  each  ;  cloth,  1«.  Od.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:  being  Readings  and  Recitations  In 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  Gxobqk  R.  Sims, 
DAGONET  DITTIES.     From  the  Referee. 
THB^ASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS. 

SISTER  DORA :  A  Biography.    By  Margaret  Lonspah,     With  Fopr 
Illustrations.    Demy  8tQi  picture  cover,  4d, ;  dotb,  Od. 
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BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY 


SKETCHLEY.-A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iitt.  


By  Arthur  Sketchley. 


SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE):  Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec- 
dotal.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  ex'^a,  6ii.  6d.       


SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OP  ARGOLIS.   With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3b.  6d. 
TALES  OF  OLD  THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  6w. 


SOCIETY   IN    LONDON. 

In.;  cloth,  In.  6d. 


By  A  Foreign   Resident.       Crown  8vo, 


SOCIETY  IN  PARIS :   The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo,  c'oth,  Gm, 


SOMERSET.  -  SONGS   OF   ADIEU. 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  fts. 


By    Lord    Henry    Somerset. 


SPALDING.-ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.    By  T.  A.  Spalding,  LL.B.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  Sn, 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  ovo,  illustrated  boards.  Its.  each. 


THE  MTSTERIBS  OF  HERON  DYKE. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  and  A  BARREN 
TITLE. 


THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. 
HOODWINKED;  and  THE  BANDY- 
CROFT  MYSTERY. 


A  BARREN  TITLE. 

THE  8ANOYCR0FT  MYSTERY. 


Post  8v0i  cloth  limp.  Is.  6(1.  each. 

I        WIFE  OR  NO  WIFET 


Crown  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. 


SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.     By  M.  H.  Towry.    With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan. C rown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

STARRY   HEAVENS    (THE):  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book^     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


STAUNTON.— THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.  By  Howard  Staunton.   Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  Sn, 

STEDMAN  (E.  C),  WORKS  BY.  " 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 

THE  POETS  OF  AMERICA.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

STERNDALE.  —  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :    A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndale.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«1. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  8s. 

STEVENSON   (R.    LOUIS),    WORKS   BY.     Post  l  vo,  cl.  limp.  »s.  6d.  each^ 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  i'>ONKEY.    Eigath  Edit.     With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crank. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Cranb. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Fifth  Edition. 

THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Third  Edition. 

THE  MERRY  MEN.    Second  Edition.     |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 

MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Fifth  Edition.     |         BALLADS. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crowa  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  i 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
PRINCE  OTTO.    Pro*  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  9s. 

FATHER  D£.MIfiN :  An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde,     f  scond  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  band-made  and  brown, paper.  Is. 

STODDARD.  -  SUMMER  CRUP ING  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     By 

C.  Warrew  Stoddard.    Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    With  Notices  by  Helen  and 
Alicb  ZmuBRHi  Crown  8to,  clotb  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gijlbert  Gaul.    Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Hi*, 

STRUTT'S    SPORTS    AND     PASTIMES~OF^  THE~PEOPLE^  OF 

ENGLAGD;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recrea.ions,  May  Games,  Mum« 
meries,  Shows,  &c.,  irom  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  yw.  6d. 

SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THE)  OF  LONDON:  A  Residential  Guide.     With 

a  Map,  and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation    Crc  -vn  8vo,  cloth,  Ts.  Od. 

SWIFT'S  (DEANTcHOICE  WORKS,  in  p7ose  and  Vtrse.   With  Memoir^ 
Portrait,  and  facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels,"  Or.  8vo,  rl.,  7n,  6d. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and  A  TALE  OF  A  TUB.     Post  Jvo,  printed  on  laid 

paper  and  half-bound,  3m. 

A  MONOGRAPH  ON  SWIFT.  By  J.  Churton  Collins.  Or.  8vo,  cloth,  8«.  {^Shortly, 


\\ 


SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C), 

SELECTIONS  FhOM  POETICAL  WORKS 

OF  A.  C.  SWII  ttURNE.  Fcap.  8vo,  Om. 
ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.  Cr.  8vo,  «s. 
CHASTELARD:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo.  Th. 
NOTES    ON    POEMS    AND    REVIEWS. 

Demy  Bvo,  In. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    First  Series, 

Crown  8vo  or  fcap,  8vo,  9ii. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Second  Series. 

Crown  8vo  or  fcap.  8vo,  On. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Third  Series. 

Crown  8vo,  7i». 
SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.   Crown  8vo, 

IOr.  6d. 
BOTHWELL:   A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo, 

Vi»»  Od. 
SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Cr.  8vo,  6m. 


WORKS  BY. 

GEORGE  CHAPMAN.    {See  Vol.  II.  of  G. 

Chapman's  Works.)    Crown  8vo,  6«. 
ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.    Cr.  8vo,  13m. 
ERECHTHEUS:  A  Tragedy.   Cr.  8vo,  Om. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.   Crown 

Bvo,  6n. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 
MARY  STUART:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.Svo  8s. 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Cr.  8vo,  9m. 
A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Sm.  4to,  8m. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.  Cr.Svo,  7h. 
MARINO  FALIERO :  A  Tragedy.    Crown 

A  STUDY*  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Cr.Svo,  6m. 
MISCELLANIES.    Crown  8vo,  liis. 
LOCRINE  :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JOHSON.  Cr.  Svo,  7s. 


SYMONDS.— WINE,  WOMEN,  AND  SONG  :  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  With  Essay  and  Trans,  by  J.  Addington  Symonds.   Fcap.  Svo,  parchment,  6m. 

SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS :   In  Search  of  the  Picturesqu^ 

Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7m.  6d. 

fAINFS~HISTORY  OF~ENGLISH  LITERATURE.  Tra^lated  b^ 
Henry  Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  medium  Bvo,  cloth  boards,  30m.— Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  15m. 

TAYLOR'SIbAYARD)  DiVERSiONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB :  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.    Post  Bvo,  cloth^limp.JiM^j 

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  WORKS  BY.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7m.  6d.  eadT 

THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 

of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispipco  and  loo  Illustrations. 

OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 

THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  366  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gs. 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  "Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  "'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  1m.  each. 


TENNYSON  (LORD) :  A  Biographical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s»  

THACKERAY  ANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous  Incidents  in 
his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  Books  of  his  Every-day  Reading. 
With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7m.  6d. 

THAMES. -A  NEW   PICTORIAL  HISTORT  OF  ~THE   THAMES. 

By  A.  S.  Kraussb.    With  340  Illustrationa     Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.   Cr.  svo,  ci.,  3».  Od.  ea. ;  post  svo.  a..  (». 

THE  YIOLIN-PLAYER,      |  _    PROUD  MAISIB. 

CRESSIDA.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  g». 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.  Introduction 

by  Ai-L AN  C UNNi N GHAM,  aud  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  78.  6d. 

TKORNBURY   (WALTER),   WORKS  BY.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7..  «d.  each.  ' 
THE  LIFE  AND  CORKESPONDENCE  OF  J.  U.  W.  TURNER.     Founded  upoa 

Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.     With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford.  M.A.  lUusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  P.S.A. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '2n.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES.     


TIMBS    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  rs.  6d.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.    With  42  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion, 

Delusions,  Impostures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists, 

Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of  Letters,  &c.    With  48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'Jm.  tfd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3h.  each* 


THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK. 
FRAU  FROHMANN. 


MARION  FAY. 

MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tii*.  each. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDI6ATE.  |  AMERICAN  SENATOR 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.In,  »A,  each:  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNES8. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A. ).-DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  Svo.  iiiust.  bds!.  2», 
TROWBRIDGE.-FARNELL'S  FOLLY:   A  Novel. 

BRIDGE.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '-in. 


By  J.  T.  Trow- 


TYTLER  (C.   C.   FRASER-).-MISTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.      By 

C.  C.  Fraskr-Tvtlkr.  Crown  Svo,  clotli  extra,  '.in.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  li»» 

TYTLER  (SARAH)7nOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  <id.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards, 3«.  each, 

THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  

NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 
LADY  BELL. 


URIED  DIAMONDS. 
THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 


WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH. 
CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE. 
SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  a«.  each. 


BEAUTY  AN^>  THE  BEAST. 

DISAPPEARLO. 

THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


VILLARI.— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture 
cover.  Is. 

WALT^WHITMAN,   POEMS    BY.      Edited,    with    Introduction,  by 

William  M.KossETTi.  With  Portrait.  Cr.  Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  fia. 

WALTO^N^  and"  COTTON'S~C"OMPLETE   ANGLERT^oT^^ 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  Tw.  tfd. 

WAR~D^HERBERTyWORKS~BYy  ' 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH  THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.  With  92  Illustrations  by  the 
Author,  Victor  I'erard,  and  W.  R.  Davis.  Third  ed.   Roy.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  14w. 

MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.  With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller, 
F.R.G.vS.    Post  Svo,  !»».;  cloth,  Iw.  <id. 


WARNER.-A   ROUNDABOUT   JOURNEY. 

Warnbr.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Oa. 


By   Charles  Dudley 
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;  post  8vo,  9«.  0a. 
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WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

WALFORO'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1891).    Contain. 

ing  the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  12,000  Heails  of  Families, 

their  Heirs.  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  50i». 
WALFORD*S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1891).     Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of 

Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  Sec.     jinio,  cloth.  In. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1891).    Containinga  List  of  the  Baronets 

of  the  United  Kinedoin.  HioL'rapliical  Notices,  Addresses, &c.    32mo,  cloth,  Ik. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1891).      Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 

ot  the  United  Kingdom,  Hioszraphical  Notices,  Addres"es,&c.   32mo,  cloth,  Iw. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1891).    Containing  a  List  of  all 

Members  of  l^arliainent,  their  Addresses.  Clubs,  &c.     samo.cloth,   Iw. 
WALFORD'S     COMPLETE     PEERAGE,     BARONETAGE,     KNIGHTAGE,     AND 

HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1891).     Royal  sznio,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edues.  St. 
WALFORD'S  WINDSOR   PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1891). 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I'-iw.  Od. 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '^».  6d. 
WILLIAM  PITT;  A  Biography.  PostSvo,  cloth  extra,  5w. 

WARRANT   to    EXECUTE   CHARLES   I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.    '2m. 
WARRANT  T     EXECUTE  MARY   QUEEN  OF  SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  El./.abeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal,     tjw. 

WASSERMANJT^DAFFODILS  :    A  Romance.     By  Lillias  Wasser- 

MANN.    Crown  8vo,  tft. ;  cloth,  Ix.  6d.  _ 

WlETrHlR7~HOW~TO~FORETELirTHE7~WITH"POCKETrSP^^^ 

TR03C0PE.     By  F^  W .  Cory.     With  lo  1  llustr  at  ions.     Cr.  Wvo.  Iw. ;  clotn,   In.  <»d. 

WEStROPP. -"HANDBOOK  OF  POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN.     By 

HouDER  M.  Westropp,      With  Illiists.  and  Lis*  of  Marks.    Cr.  bvo,  cloth,  4k.  Od. 

WHrST:^=l!OW~TO"PLAY~SOLO"  whist:      B>rXBTii[X^s:  Wilks 

and  Charlics  V.  Pardon.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

WHISTLER'S  (MR.)  TEN~CrCLOCK.     Cr.  8vo,  hand-ma^e  paper.  Is. 
WHITE. -THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.    ByGiLBERX 

White,  M.A.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bi.)uad,  'i^ 

WILLIAMS  (WT1OlTTIEU7~F:rVa:sXW0RKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  yii.  Od. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  lUusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  '2».  Od. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OP  COOKERY.     Crown  ^vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9«. 

WILLIAMSON  (Mrs.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.   Three  Vols.,  cr.  8vq. 

Wilson  (dr.  Andrew,  f.r.s.e.),  works  by. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  2sq  Illustrations.  Cr.  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  Tti.  Od. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  '-i«.  Od. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «i*. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  nninerous  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  0». 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo.  l>t.;cl.,  iH.Od. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.   With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3w.  Od. 

WiNTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES    BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ««.  each. 
CAVALRY  LIFE. !  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

WISSMANN.-MY  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA,  from  tl;e  Congo  to  the  Zambesi,  lu  1886,  1887.  By  Major  Hermann  vom 
WissMANN.  Trans,  by  M.  J.  A.  Bergmann.  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller  and  92  Illusts, 
by  R.  Hkllgki-wk  and  Klkin-Chevalikr.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lOw.       \_Short!y, 

WOOD.-SABINA  :_A_Novel. By  Lady  Wood.     Post  8vo.  boards.  2sT 

WOOD  (H.  F.),   DETECTIVE  ST0RIES~BY: 

Crown  Rvo,  c'oth  extra,  tin.  each  ;   post  8vo.  illustratpd  hoards,  ^im.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

Woo LLEY.— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG  ;  or,  Love  and  Theology,     By 

Ckma  Parker  Wqoi.lky.     Post  hvo,  illustrated  boards,  ti.«i. ;  cloth,  tix.  Od. 


WRIGHT   (THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Tb.  Od.  each. 
CARICATURE   HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.     With  400  Caricatures.  Squibs,  &c 
HISTORY    OP   CARICATURE  AND    OP    THE    GROTESQUE  IN   ART,  LITERA< 
_  TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAjNTING.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A, 

'ATES    (EDMUND),^NOVELS    BY.    "  Post  ><.o.  i"ilustrau.,i  board.,  ^2».\iiCh,~ 
UAO  AX  LA&I,  i        IU£  fOHLORli  HOPE,     i     CASTAWAY. 
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LISTS  OF  BOCKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

*»*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.   By  Xavier 
UK  Maistre. 

?uips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
he  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,   Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Seriej. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Bongs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J.  Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3«i.  6<1.  per  Volume. 
I   Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Letters. 
;   Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
i   Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood. 

Jeuxd'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Lkigh. 

Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  L,inton. 

Ourselves.    By  E,  Lynn  Linton. 

Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 

New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mali.ock. 

New  Republic.    By  VV.  H.  Malloc.k, 

Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 

Muses  of  May  fair.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 

Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Page. 

Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 

More  Puniana.   By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 

By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wm.  Senior. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailorr. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2m.  per  Volume. 
Holmes's  Professor  at  Breakfast  Table. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.   By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.  By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'An.  tid.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse- Wartegg.  22  lllusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  By  E.P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood, 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.    Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Brlggs's  Love  Story.    Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    ByR.E.  Francillon, 
Sentenced!    By  Someuville  Giuney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

luLiAN  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Holmngshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.     By 

Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.   J.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Dolly.    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Lily  La88«    Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 


Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
That  Girl  in  Black.   Mrs.  Molesworth. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByjAs.  Favn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phklps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.    By  K.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
Hy  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward. 


ERIES. 

t-25. 

per  Volume. 
b's  Letters. 
[acob  Larwood. 
Iacob  Larwood. 

iiENRY  S.  LkIGH. 

rNN  Linton. 

LlNTOK. 

R.  Macgrhgor, 
W.H.Malt.ock. 
'..  Mali.ock. 
.  C.  Pennkli.. 
H.  C.  Pennell, 
H.  C.  Pennkll, 
,  ByH.A.PAUK. 
I  Rowley. 
Hugh  Rowlev, 
[writing. 
y  Wm.  Senior. 
st'8  Note-Book. 


Volume. 
realffast  Table, 
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&  Reflections. 

Km.  6d.  each. 
Greenwood, 

:egg,  22  Illusts. 
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P,Fitzgerald. 

ayings. 
.P.  Hingston. 

\coB  Larwood, 
nry  Mavhkw. 

ecutioners. 
Soutli  Seas. 

D.    Illustrated. 


3y  W.  MiNTO. 

MOLESWORTH. 

By  Jas.  Havn. 
S.  Phelps. 
E.  S.  Phklps. 
E.  S.  Phelps. 
E.  S.  Phelps. 

C.  L.  PiRKIS. 

ARLEs  Reade. 

D. 

G.  R.  Sims. 
r.  R.  Sims. 
s.  G.  R.  Sims, 
W.  Speight. 

peicht. 
Stevenson. 

A  ViLLARI. 

AtGuard.  By 


CHATtO   &  WINDUS,   ^14,   f^lCCADILL/. 
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MY   LIBRARY. 

Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  li.ilf-Roxbur^^he,  'J««.  lid.  each. 


Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 
Shakspeare.    fiy  W.  S.  Landor. 


The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Querin. 


Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Rbade, 

With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 
Peg  Wofflngton.    By  Charles  Reade. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Postsvo. 

The  Essays  of  Ella.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major, 

With  37lllust3,  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

With  85  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin.    Trans.  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A, 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  "Zm.  each. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  K.  Ollier. 
The  Natural  History  of  Selborne.     By 

Giluert  White. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The   Tale  of  a 

Tub.     By  Dean  Swift. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan, 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J.  Larwood. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels  by  the  Best  Authors,  many  Illustrated, 
crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.in,  Od.  each. 


By  ORANT  AL.I.EIV. 


For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


Philistia. 

Babylon 

In  all  Shades. 

TheTentsof  Shem. 

By  AI.ArV  «T.  AL'BYrV. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rev.  3.  BARIIVO  001;L.D. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  W.  BEZANT  &  J.  RTC'F:. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years'Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAIiTEB  BESAIVT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 


To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyon- 
esse. 


Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Herr  Paulus. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

By  ROBERT   BL'C II AIVAIV. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Mafialine. 


tflod  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
Matt. 

By  IIAI.Ii 


The  Mew  Abclard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
Heir  of  Linne. 
CAIIVE. 


The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 
VIORT.  Ac  VRANVUfi  l'OLEI,\!>4. 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Village  Comedy.     \  You  Play  Me  Fall 


By  ITliN.II.  I.OVETT  CAITIE  RO.\. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 
By  ^VIIiKIE    COEI.I.-VN. 

Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Namf.. 


Antonina.  I  BasiU 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts, 
my  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


By  OUTTOIV  COOK. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  WlEriAITl    CYPRES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AI.PIlOIVi^E   DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist;  or.  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAITlEi^  BE  1IIIEI.E. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  I.EITII   DERWEIVT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |     Circe's  Lovers. 

By  ITIiM.  Ai'VIVIE   EDWARUE!^. 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  U.  ITIAIVVIEI.E    EEIVIV. 

The  New  Mistress. 


By  pi:rcv 

Fatal  Zero. 


FlTXliERAliD. 


By  R.  E.  ERAIVCIEIiOlV. 

Queen  Cophetua.     I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave? 

Prrl.by!!iiiBARTEE  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EDWARD   GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girla. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Hovei.s— continued. 

Ity  CIIARIiEf^  OIBBOM. 

Pobin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

In  Honour  Bound.  |  Of  High  Degree. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

B7  TflOITlAS  IIAROT. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  JUI^IAIV  HAWTHORNE. 


Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 
Beatrix  Randolph. 


Garth. 

Eillce  Quentln. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

David  Polndexter's  Disappearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  IIEI^PS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  IH A4€;   IIENDERSOIV. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  iUi-x.  AliFRKD   HUNT. 

The  Leaden  Casliet.  1  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  JKAIV  IIVOEIiOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  R.  AsmiE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
•'The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  IIEIVRY  KIIVGSI^EY. 

Number  Seventeen. 

By  E.  L.YIVIV  t.IIVTO!V. 


lone. 

Paston  Carew. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

Under  which  Lord? 

"My  Love!" 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Duudas. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRY    ^V.  KjVCV, 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN   McCARTHlT. 


Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours.  , 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  A4SNEH  IVIACDONEI^ff.. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

By  FliORENCE  ITIARRVAT. 
Open!  Sesame! 
Ity  H.  CHRISTIE  IVICRRAV. 


Val  Strange. 
Hearts. 


Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  ITIURRAY  &:  IIERIVIAN. 

The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  OEORVES   OIINET. 

k  Weird  Gift.    -    ■ 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— co»/t«M«d. 

By  ITIrs.  OlilPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

By  OUIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Btrathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.   |    Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  I    Signa. 
Princess   Naprax- 

ine. 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I  Rufflno. 
Pipistrello. 
AVillageConDmune 
Bimbi.     I  Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Othmar.   |    Syrlin. 
Guilderoy. 


By  HIARC^ARET  A.  PAlJIi. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JTAITIES   PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Paintedi 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Some  Private  Views. 

In  Peril  and  Privation. 

The  Mystery  of  Hirbridge. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 


Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 


Walter's  Word. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 

By  E.  €.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  CHARI.ES  REABE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Mo  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Singiehcart  and  Doubleface, 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 


Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woman-Hater 
A  Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
The  Jilt. 


Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Wofflngton. 

ChristieJohnstone. 

Grifnth  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

A  P     lous  Secret. 

By  ITIm.  J.  II.  RIBBEL.I.. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party* 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W.  <! TABIC   RUSSEIili. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 

By  JOHN   SAIJNBERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers* 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 


I  ■     •! 


lovELS — conttnued> 
PIIAIVT. 
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D  A.  PAUIi. 

PAYIV. 

)  Paintedt 


I. 
d^e. 

Ik  of  the  Town. 

iliday  Tasks. 

e  Burnt  Miliion. 

e  Word  and  the 

Vill. 

nny  Stories. 

e  Foreigners. 

keahe:. 

)  Mend. 

e  Long, 
earth. 

^e.  '  '  ■■' 

X  Thief, 
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face. 

other  Animals, 
.nderlng  Heir. 
Voman-Hator 
limpleton. 
kdiana. 
)  Jilt. 

IODfiL.1.. 

larden  Party, 


IVDERS. 

>  Dreamers* 
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TttE  Piccadilly  (3/( )  Hovels— continued. 
ByKATIIAKI>E  SAUIVDERS. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

Gideon's  Roclf.         I  Heart  Salvage. 

The  High  Mills.       |  Sebastian. 

By  IIA\VL.E1    8IT1ABT. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

ny  n.  A.  8Te:ki-vdai.e. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BEKTIIA    TIIOxllAN. 

Pi'oud  Maisie.  |  The  Violin-player. 

By  ERAIVC'E!^   E.  TROL.I^OPE. 

Lilfe  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Hovels— continued. 
By  AIVTIIOIVV  TROI.TiOPE. 


Frau  Frohmann. 
Marion  Fay. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family, 


Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Land-Leaguers. 


By  IVAIV  TVRC;!EIVIEFF,  Ac, 

Stories  from  Foreign  Hovellsts. 

By  C.  V.  FRAMER-TVTIiER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  HARAII  TVTI.KR. 

The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Lady  Bell. 
Noblesse  Oblige.      |  Buried  Diamonds, 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each. 

By  FREDERICK  BOYI^E. 

Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

By  BRET    IIARTE. 

Flip.  I  Californian  Storiei 

Maruja.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp, 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  IIAROIjD   BRVDCE8. 

Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 


By  ARTEinVH   ^VARB. 

Artemur  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDillOIVD  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  fllAITIIL.TOrV  AIDE, 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 
By  niARV   ALBERT. 

Brooke  Flnchley's  Daughter. 

By  illiMi.  AL.EXAIVDER. 

Maid,Wife,orWidow?  I  Valerie's  Fate, 
By  CJRAIVT  AI.I.EIV. 

The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coll, 
In  all  Shades. 


Strange  Stories. 

Phiiistia. 

Babylon. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem, 

By  AI.AIV  NT.  AUBYIV. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rev.  S.  BAR  I  NO  OOIJIiD, 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
RyNllEr.f^liE V  BEAIJ€IIA!TIP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

By  W.  BENANT  &    .1.  RICE. 


BUCIIANAIV. 

The  Martyrdom  of 

Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years^ Tenant. 


This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
*Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  ^VAI.TER   BESANT. 

Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 

Children  of  Gibeon.  I  Herr  Paulus. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul'i. 


By  ROBERT 

The  Shadow  of  the 

Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever, 
foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  IIAfili   CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  C<oniiiinn<l<M'  CA.IIERON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  ilir«.  I.OVETT  (AITIERO-V. 
Deceivers  Ever.       |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  ALNTirV   C'l^ARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  IfirH.  ARCHER  ClilVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  Ms  Wife. 

Br  ITIACr.AREN  CC>BBAIV. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  AliliSTON  C'JI^IilNN. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

ITIORT.  &  FRANCES  COIiLiINN. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  I  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  I  Village  Comedy. 
Frances.  |  You  Play  me  Falser 

Blaoksmith  and  Scholar. 


.Yjjfc; 


r.'T'.-.'  i.o 


30 


BOOKS   PUBLISHED  BV 


/I 


?;i. 


t 


Two.Sh;lung  Novels— coH/t«««rf. 

By  ^VfIiKl£    C^MIil.lIVN. 

Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  I  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seeli, 
The  Dead  Secret. 

aueen  of  Hearts. 
Issor  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 
Tlie  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  ttie  Lady. 
Tlie  Two  Destinies. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch> 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
JezebePs  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Liigacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


By  ITI.  J.  rOIiQUIIOVN. 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BIJTTOIV  COOK. 

Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   €.  KCiBKRT   CRA1>1>0<!K. 

Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  ivif.iiiArri  cl^PIiI!:t^. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  Ar.1>IIOIV!m<:  baijbet. 

The  Evangelist ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  .rAITI|i:!4  »£  ITIIIiljE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  .¥.  lil^ITIl  BERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CIIARIiEA  BICKEIVS. 

Sketches  by  Boz.    I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  BICK  BOIVOVAIV. 

The  Man-Hunter.    |  Caught  at  Last! 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs. 

By  CONAN  UOVIiK,  Ac. 
Strange  Secrets. 

By  mm.  ANIVIE  EB^VARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  M.  BETIIAlTI-EBWARBi^. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EOWARB  EOCiIiEi^TOIV. 
Roxy. 

By  PERCY  FITZftERAIiB. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.    I  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tiilotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
AfiBANV    BE    FONBIiAIVQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  B.  E.  FRANCE!  filiO IV. 


Queen  Cophetua. 
King  or  Knave? 
Romances  of  Law. 


Olympia 
One  by  One. 
A  Real  Queen. 

By  HAROI^D  FBEBERICK. 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 

The  Lawton  Girl. 

Pre(.  by  Mir  BARTJ^E  FHEKE. 

PftnAttrftDg  Harl. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  IIAIN  FBIHWEIili. 

One  of  Two. 

By  EBWARB  OARRETT. 

The  Oapel  Girls. 

By  CIIABI.E!i|  »IBBO!V. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
or  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


Robin  Gray. 
Fancy  Free. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What     will     the 

World  Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 

iueen  of  Meadow. 
Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WICIilAm  OI1.BERT. 

Dr.  Austin's  Quests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By  IIEIVRV  OREFIIiliE. 

A  Noble  Woman. 

By  JOHIV  HABBERT<»IV. 

Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 

By  AIVBREIV  lIAIil^IBAV. 

Every-Day  Papers. 

By  lindy  BVFFUS  HARDY. 

Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  THO]?IA8  IIARBY. 

Under  thd  Greiehwood  Tree. 

By  J.  BERWICK. HAR WOOD. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JVIilAIV  HAWTHORNE. 

Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.         Dust. 
Fortune's  Fool.         Beatrix  Randolph. 
Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HEIiPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  nirs.  CASHEIj  HOEY. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 

By  ITErN.  OEOROE  HOOPER. 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIOHE   HOPKINS. 

'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Him.  AliFRED  HUIV T. 

Thornicroft's  Model.  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.   |  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INOEI^OW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Coonaught. 

By  ]?KARK  KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE   KING. 

A  Drawn  Game.     I  Passion's  Slave. 
"Ih«  Wearing  of  the  Oreen." 
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Two-Shillinq  Novels— co»h«»«rf. 
Bjr  HEIVRV   KINCjiSmjEV. 

Oakshott  Castle. 

By  JOHN  I^EYH. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  liYNN  lilNTON. 

Patricia  Kemball.     Paston  Carew. 

World  Well  Lost.     "  My  Love  1 " 

Under  which  Lord?    lone. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Bowing  the  Wind. 

By  HENRY  W.  1.UCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN   mcCARTHY. 

A  Fair  Saxon.         I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 

Miss  Hisanthrcpe.  ]  Camioia. 

Dear  Lady  Disa^  in. 

The  Waterdale  Heighbouri. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  ACiNEti  UlACDONEMi. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

KATHARINE    H.  ITlAC'«|UOID. 

The  Evil  Eye.         |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  II.  iriAIil^OCK. 

The  New  Republic 

By  FliORENCE   OTARRYAT. 

Open!  Sesame!       |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats, 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  ITlASTERinAN. 

Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRANBER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  JEAN  nilBDIiEIVlASS. 

Touch  and  Go.        |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  ITlm.  HIQI^ES WORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  IflUOBOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
Bv  B.  CHRISTIE  IVIIJRRAY. 


Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Hearts. 

Way  of  Che  World. 

Cynic  Fortune. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Yal  Strange. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature.         .  >•• 

First  Person  Singular.      /.^ 

By  ITIURRAY  and  HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  ^      « 

Paul  Jones's  Alias.  ^'" 

By  HENRY  ITIURRAY. 

A  Game  of  BlufT. 

By  ALICE   0*HANI<ON. 

The  Unforeseen.     1  Chance?  or  Fat«7 


Two-Shillino  Novels— co»i/i;i«^</. 

By  OEOR<;iES  OHNET. 
Doctor  Rameau.      |  A  Last  Love. 
By  ITIrM.  OriPIIANT. 

Whlteladies.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

My  IVIiPi.  ROBERT  O'REllil.Y. 

Phoebe'd  Fortunes. 


By  on 

Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


IDA. 

Two  Little  Wooden 
Shoes. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village    Com- 
mune. 

Blmbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 

Othmar. 

Guilderoy. 

Ruffino. 

Ouida's    Wisdom, 
Wit,  and  Pathos. 


Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 


4'V   iii 


]||AK4iiARET  ACiNES  PAII<. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAillES  PAYN. 

Bentinck'B  Tutor.    |  £200  Reward. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest.       ,^,,^„ 

Like  Father,  Like  Son.  ' " 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted.    '^'. 

A  Confldentiai  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views.  . 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn,     f''^ 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

By  C.  L..  PIRKIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDOAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget.         '■'* 

By  E.  C.  PRff  E. 

Valentina.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald.  


8i 
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Two-Shilling  Hovkj^s— continued, 

Bf  CIIARI.EH  REAOB. 

It  ii  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend* 

Christie  Jolinstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Plac«. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Loni» 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth* 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  ThieL 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Binglehcr.rt  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animal*. 


A  Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
A  Woman-Hater. 
The  Jilt. 


Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Wofflngton. 
Orifnth  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 
k  Perilous  Secret. 

Br  ITIra.  J.  II.  RIBDEIil.. 

Weird  Stories.        |  Fairy  Water. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

By  F.  1¥.  ROBINSOIV. 

Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAITIEM   RUNCIIOAN. 

Skippers  and  Shellbaclcs. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart* 
Bohoula  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CI.ARK  BVSSBIil^ 

Round  the  Galley  Fire* 

On  the  Fo'lf'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

The  Mystery  of  the  '<  Ocean  Star.** 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

OBOBOE  AVOUSTUS  HAl.A. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  SAVNDBRS. 

Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

By  KATIIARINB  SAVNBBRS. 

Joan  Herryweather.  I  Heart  Salvage* 
The  High  Hills.         |  Sebastian. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  OEOBOB  B.  SIlTItl. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

The  Ring  o'  Bells. 

Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 

Mary  Jane  Married. 

Tales  of  To-day.  |  Dramas  of  Life* 

Tinkletop's  Crime. 

By  ARTIIIJB  SKETCHIiEY* 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  T.  IV.  SPEIOAiT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  |  By  Devious  Ways* 

Hoodwinked,  &o. 


Two-Shillino  Novbls — continutd. 
By  R.  A.  HTBRNBA1.B. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  liOVIt)  HTETBIVNOIV. 

New  Arabian  Nights.  |    Prince  Otto. 

BV  BBRT0A  TIIOITIA**. 

Cressida.  |  Proud  Maisle. 

The  Violin-player. 

By  WAI/rER  TIIORNBUBV. 

Tales  for  the  Marines* 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

T.  ABOL.PIIU8  TROIiLiOPB. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  BL.BAIVOR  TROI^IiOPB. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.        |  Mabel's  Progress* 

By  ANTIIOIVY  TROL.L.OPB. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark* 

Marion  Fay.  |  John  Caldlgate* 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere* 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDOB. 

Farnell's  Folly. 
By  IVAIV  TUB6BIVIBFP,  dec 

Stories  firom  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  iTIARK  TWAIN. 

Tom  Sawyer.  I  A  Tramp  AbroM* 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent* 

Huckleberry  Finn. 

Life  on  the  MlBSlsslppl. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

By  C.  €!.  FRAtiiBR-'rVTIiEB. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TVTIiER. 


Noblesse  Oblige* 
Disappeared. 
Huguenot  Family* 
Blackball  Ghosts* 


The  Bride's  Pass. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
Saint  Mungo'sCity. 
Lady  Bell. 

What  She  Game  Through* 
Beauty  and  the  Beast* 
Citoyenne  Jaquellne. 

By  jr.  S.  IVIIVTEB. 

Cavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  W^OOD. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard* 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  liady  WOOD. 

Babina. 

CEL.IA  PABKBB  WOOIil.EY. 

Rachel  Armstrong ;  or,  Love  &  Theology 
By  BDIflUIVD  VATEr*. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Lastt 
Castaway. 
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